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PREFACE. 



The life of the godly man has ever been a life of trust. It 
is only by trusting in the Lord, that we attain that security and 
confidence which is necessary lo our peace and well beini^. Thi* 
ages are filled with the memorials of those who have trusted in 
the Lord, and who have been like Mount Zion, which cannot 
be removed, but abideth forever. The storms of adversity, the 
tempests of sorrow, the woes and warrings of a weary world, 
all conspire in vain to shake the steadfast soul wlio trusts *'in 
the living God, w^ho is the Saviour of all men, specially of those 
that believe." 

In these * 'Tales op Trust" we but add a few to the many 
memorials which record the faithfulness of God to fulfill his 
promises and protect and deliver his people. Who ever trust- 
ed him in vain? What promise of his has ever been known 
to fail? Who that has built his hope in God has ever been 
confounded? 

For many years, while conducting a religious paper, The 
Christian,* we have made record of some of the illustrations of 
divine faithfulness which have come beneatli our notice, and 
have gathered up such autlientic instantics as have seemed 
adapted to encourage the faith of the doubting, and increase 
the confidence of believing hearts. To preserve tliese instances 
is the object of the ''Faith Series," whicli comprises, "The 
Guiding Hand," "Tales of Trust," "Ebenezers," etc. 

♦First published in Boston. Mass., January, 1866— with it subsequently be- 
ing incorporated another periodical boaiiug the same name, which was com- 
menced, *Tanuary, 1863. Other papers, in London and elsewhere, havo since 
adopted the same title. 
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We send them forth in the firm confidence that these memo- 
rials of divine faithfulness which have so comforted and cheered 
our own hearts, will be blessed of God to strengthen other 
souls, so that they may walk by faith and not by sight, and 
trust in God even in hours of trial and gloom. Clouds and 
darkness are round about his throne, but light and joy await 
the trusting souls. May we be found among those wbose con- 
fidence in Him has room for neither doubt nor fear, and who, 
receiving the end of their faith, even the salvation of their 
souls, shall at last be crowned with life and joy eternal in the 
presence-chamber of their King. 

"Oh, 'twill be a glorious morrow 

To a dark and cloudy day ; 
"We shall recollect our sorrow 

Like the storms that pass away." 

The Author. 

SoRiPTUBAL Tract REPosrroRy, 
Office of The Christian, Boston, Mass., U. S. A., 

September, 1881. 
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TALES OF TRUST. 



GOD'S CARE AND FAITHFULNESS. 



"Blessed is that man that maketh the Lord his trust." 
Ps. XL. 4. 

**0h how great is thy goodness, which thou hast 

LAID UP FOR them THAT FEAR THEE; WHICH THOU HAST 
WROUGHT FOR THEM THAT TRUST IN THEE BEFORE THE SONS 
OF MEN I" Ps. XXXI. 19. 

** Whoso putteth his trust in the Lord shall be 
SAFE." Prov. XXIX. 25. 

** Trust in the Lord, and do good; so shalt thou 

dwell in the land, and verily thou SHALT BE FED." 

Ps. XXX vn. 3. 

**Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace, whose MDH) 
IS stayed on thee ; because he trusteth in thee. Trust 
YE IN THE Lord for ever; for in the Lord Jehoyah is 
everlasting strength. '^ Isa. xxvi. 3, 4. 
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GOD'S CAEE AND FAITHFULNESS. 



♦ • 



A DOLLAR WELL INVESTED. 

The following simple narrative of facts was related 
to the writer by a mother in Israel, whose veracity 
is entitled to the utmost confidence. The princii)al 
actor in the scene was a brother-in-law of hers, dis- 
tinguished for his piety while living, l)ut now at rest ; 
and it was from his own lips that she had all the 
particulars of the story. If I may judge from its 
eflfect on myself, it will touch, in the heai*t of many a 
reader, a chord which will vibrate long with tender 
and delightful emotions. 

About the year 1797, Deacon M was traveling 

fi'om a town on the eastern border of Vermont to 
another on the western side of the same state. 
Passing over the mountainous part of the country 
l^etween the Connecticut and Onion rivers, he per- 
ceived the heavens to be gathering blackness ; the 
^ouucl of distant thunder was Beard, and a heavy 
shower of rain was seen to be fast approacliing. The 

traveler was then in a forest ; no place of shelter 

(11) 
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appeared, and he hastened on until he arrived at a 
small cottage on the border of the woods. The rain 
just then began' to pour down powerfully. He sprang 
from his horse, pulled off his saddle, and without 
ceremony darted into the house. Surprised to see 
no family but one woman with an infant child, he 
began to apologize for his sudden appearance — hoped 
she would not be alarmed, but permit him to tarry 
till the rain abated, it was so violent. The woman 
replied, she was glad that any one had happened to 
come in, for she was always much terrified by thun- 
der. ''But why, madam," said he, "should you be 
afraid of thunder? It is the voice of God, and will 
do no harm to those who love him, and commit them- 
selves to his care." After conversing with her a 
while on this topic, he inquired whether she had any 
neighbors who were religious. She told him she had 
neighbors about two miles off, l)ut whether they were 
religious she knew not ; only she had heard that some 
man was in the habit of coming there to preach once 
a fortnight. Her husband went once, but she had 
never been to their meetings. In regard to every 
thing of a religious kind she appeared to be pro- 
foundly ignorant. 

The rain had now passed over, and the face of 
nature smiled. The pious deacon, about to depart, 
expressed to the woman bis thanks for her hospital- 
ity, and his earnests desire for the salvation of her 
soul. He earnestly besought her to read the Bible 
daily, and to give good heed to it, as to "a light 
that shineth in a dark place." She, with tears in her 
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eyes, confessed that she had no Bible. Thoy had 
never been able to buy one. ''Could you rt»ad one, 
if you had it?" "Yes, sir, and would )>e jjflad to do 
so." *'Poor woman," said he, "I do heartily i)ity 
you — farewell." 

He took his saddle, Avent to his horse, and was 
preparing to pursue his journey, but he reflected : 
'*This woman is in i^erishinj; need of a Bible. Oh that 
I had one to ^wg her ! but I have not. As for monev 
to buy one, I have none to spare — I have no more 
than will be absolutely necessary for my expenses 
home. I must go — but if I leave this woman with- 
out the means to i)rocure the word of God, she may 
perish for lack of knowledge. What shall I do?" 
A voice seemed to whisper, ** 'He that hath pity on 
the poor, lendeth to the Lord. Cast thy bread upon 
the waters, /or thou shalt find it after many days." 
His heart responded, "I will trust the Lord." He 
took a dollar from his purse, went back, and desired 
the woman to take it, and as soon as possil)le procure 
for herself a Bible. She promised to do so, saying 
that she knew where one could be obtained. 

He again took his leave, and set off. As there 
were then btit few taverns on the road, he asked for 
lodgings at the private house near to which he found 
himself when night overtook him. He had yet a few 
pieces of change in his pc»cket ; but as a journey of 
two more days was before him he purposed to make 
his supper on a cold morsel which he happened to 
have with him. But when the family came round 
their table to take their e veiling repast, the master 
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of the house very urgently invited the stranger to 
join them ; and not only so, l)ut to crave God's ])lessing 
on their meal. lie now ])ei>an to feel himself anion«: 
friends, and at liberty to spojik freely on divine things. 
The family appeared gratified in listening to his dis- 
course till a late hour ; it was a season of refreshing 
to their thirsty souls. In the morning the deacon 
was urged to tarry till breakfast, l)ut declmed, the 
distance he had to travel reciuiring him to set oflf 
early. His benefactor would take no compensation, 
and he departed, giving him many thanks. 

He traveled on till late in the morning, when, 
finding no public house, he stopped again at a private 
one, for refreshment. While waiting, he lost no 
time to recommend Christ, and him crucified, to the 
family. When ready to depart, he oflfered to pay 
the mistress of the house, who had waij^ed upon him 
very kindly, for his repast, and the oats for his horse ; 
but she would receive nothina*. Thus he went on, 
calling for entertainment ns often as he needed it, 
and witnessing for Christ wherever he called ; and 
always offering, as another would do, to pay his 
expenses ; but no one would accept his money, 
although it was not known but he had a good supply, 
for he told them not, and his appearance was not 
mean, and at home he was a man of wealth. What, 
thought he, does this mean? I was never treated in 
this manner on a journcv, ])cfore. The dollar ofivon 
to the destitute woman rccuired to his mind ; and 
conscience replied, / hdi'e heen v:dl 2Kiid, It is, 
indeed, safe to lend to the Loi-d. On the second day 
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after he left the cottage in the wilderness, he arrived 
safely at home ; and still had money for the poor, 
havinof been at no cost whatever. 

About one year and a half after this, a stranger 
called at the house of Deacon M for some refresh- 
ment. In the course of the conversation, he ohsen-ed 
that he lived, when at home, on the other side of the 
Connecticut river. The deacon inquired for some 
gentlemen there with whom he was acquainted, and 
was pleased to find that the stranger knew them well. 
He then asked whether the people in that vicinity 
paid much attention to religion. 

The traveler replied, "Not much; but in a town 

twenty or thirty miles ]>ack from the river, where I 

am acquainted, there has ])een a powerful revival of 

religion. The commencement of it was very extia- 

ordinary. The first person that was awakened and 

brought to repentance was a poor woman who li^ed 

in a very retired place. At the time of her l)ai)tisn), 

she related that some time before, a stranger was 

driven into her house by a thunder-storm, and talked 

so seriously, that she began, while listening to his 

discourse, to feel concerned about her soul. The 

naan, she said, was much affected when he found she 

had no Bible ; and after he had left the house to m 

on his journey, returned again, to give her a dollar 

to buy one ; and charged her to get it soon and read 

it diligently. She did so ; and it had been the means, 

as she believed, of bringing her from darkness into 

light — from a state of stupidity and sin, to delight in 

the truth and ways of God. 
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'* The name of this piouis man, or the place of his 
residence, she knew not. But she believed it was 
the Lord that sent him. 

'' At this relation, and the great change which was 
so obvious in the woman, her neighbors wondered 
much. They were led to meditate on the goodness, 
wisdom, and power of God, displayed in this singular 
event of his providence. They were led to think of 
the importance of themselves attending more to their 
Bibles, and were finally awakened to a deep concern 
for the salvation of their souls. As many as thirty 
or forty are already hopefully converted, and rejoic- 
ing in God their Saviour." 

The deacon, who had listened to this artless rela- 
tion with a heart swelling more and more vnth 
wonder, gratitude, and joy, could refrain no longer; 
but with hands and eyes upraised to heaven, ex- 
claimed, ''My God, thou hast paid me again !" 



ARMED WITH THE BIBLE. 

David F is a very aged citizen of western 

North Carolina. He connected himself with the 
church when very young, and has always been noted 
among his neighbors for his honesty, charity, piety, 
and faith in the power and willingness of God to pro- 
tect those who do his will. It was ten or fifteen years 
ago that he determined to travel through the track- 
less wilds of the great and sparsely-inhabited West. 
His route lay along the borders of Missouri and 
Nevada, infested at that time with clans of highway 
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robbers. He knew all this very well, and althou^ 
urged by liis neighbors to procure a couple of revol- 
vers to defend himself, he took only his pocket 
Bible, and, armed thus, set out on the perilous 
journey. He had passed some of the clans on the 
northern border of Missouri, and was nearing the 
resort of one of the most formidable ones, headed 
by a notorious desperado, Jim Stevens, when ho 
met a gentleman who, by some bold stroke, had 
escaped tlie vigilant eye of the robber captain^ The 
first question that he propounded to old David was : 
" Are you armed ? " 

"Yes," was the aged Christian's reply, jis he 
produced his pocket Bible. 

The gentleman, who was almost weighed down 
with bowie-knives and pistols, laughed outright at 
what he considered the old man's folly, and sneer- 
ingly said : 

''If that is all the weapon you have, you had 
better be saying your prayers. The den of Jim 
Stevens is about ten miles farther on, just where 
you will get by night, and he cares as little for 
Bibles as a rattlesnake." 

They exchanged names, and each went his ow^n 
^vay ; — the one surprised at the other's apparent folly 
and recklessness ; the other undismayed, and his 
faith in the protecting power of his Bible undi- 
minished. 

Nisrht had thrown her dark mantle around the 
earth, and the chilling blasts had begun to pierce the 
feeble frame of old David, when he descried a light 
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far down in a glen, a short distance from the road. 
He was sure that it proceeded from a robber den ; 
but he must have shelter, and, impelled by almost 
boundless faith, he directed his course thither. He 
halted when within a few paces of the door, and 
being coarsely greeted by some uncouth, mean- 
looking men, was invited to alight. When he 
entered the humble habitation, he saw significant 
looks pass between the inmates, and each chuckle to 
himself, and he knew he was at the head-quarters of 
a ''^road-commtttec," among a desperate, relentless, 
and murderous clan of banditti. Nothing daunted, 
he occupied the proffered seat. Having i^artaken of 
a rough meal, which they furnished him at his 
request, he began conversation, which was contin- 
ued till far in the night, when it was interrupted by 
the return of the captain, Jim Stevens, and a couple 
of his confreres in crime, from a plundering raid. 
Stevens, advancing within a few feet of him, asked, 
jeeringly : 

'' Old man, aren't you afraid to travel in this 
section, among the robbers, alone and unarmed?" 

*' No," was old David's bold and fearless reply, as 
he again produced his Bible, continuing, "this is 
my weapon of defense. I always read a chapter, 
and pray, too, before I retire. I know jou. are 
robbers, but I shall read and pray here to-night, and 
j'ou must join with me." 

The roof of the shabby hut shook with loud, 
taunting peals of laughter at this expression of the 
old man ; Imt, nothing dismayed, he began to read. 
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Gradually all became silent, and when he knelt to 
pray every knee was bowed. That was a strange, 
affecting sight — murderers and plunderers of their 
fellow men kneeling and attentively listening to a 
prayer ! Long and ferv^ently the humble sei-vant of 
God prayed; nor did their interest in the solemn 
scene and supplication abate. lA'hen he had fin- 
ished, he was conducted to a hard pallet, where he 
slept the livelong night undisturbed, and even free 
from haunting fears. 

He arose very early in the morning, and read and 
prayed before breakfast. They refused to receive 
aught for his entertainment during the night, and, 
instead, cordially thanked him for the interest he 
had manifested in their behalf. Asking for them 
the light of divine grace and the purification of their 
hearts, he bade them adieu, and departed. He 
pressed onward, strengthened in his faith in the 
oroodness of God. 

At the next settlement he learned of the death of 
the gentleman that he had met on the road, who ridi- 
culed his Bible. This incident confirmed him in his 
belief in the Bible as a weapon of defense. 

He prosecuted his journey successfully, and soon 
returned Safely to his home, fiimily, and friends. 
Often, now, he gathers anmnd him his gi-andchil- 
dren, and the juveniles of the neighborhood, and 
relates to them his adventures among the robbers. 
With face animated, and his eyes glowing with 
superhuman light, he dwells upon the prayer scene 
in the banditti's hut, ecstatically exclaiming, ''My 
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Bible jMlsied their arms, unnerved their hearts, and 
bowed their knees." He always concluded his rela- 
tion of the adventure with the solemnlj^-spoken 
exhortation : " Children, you need not fear the most 
perilous dangers of life, provided you are armed 
with the Bible, and have an al^iding faith in its 
power of protection." 



DAVID SANDS AND THE ROBBERS. 

Among the reniarka])le accounts of the leadings of 
Divine Providence preserved in the authentic rec- 
ords of the society of Friends, the following occur- 
rences seem worthy of recital : 

In the time of the war of the revolution, an 
encampment of about five hundred men were sta- 
tioned near the dwellinof of David Sands. During: 
their stay, Sands and his wife ])ecame very uneasy, 
particularly his wife, who felt a presentiment that 
some trial was approaching. In a sliort time after- 
wards, she was alarmed by a noise she heard in the 
house after they were gone to bed, which her hus- 
band apprehended might ])e onljMhe w^ind rustling 
among the trees. In a few minutes they were more 
certain, l)y finding scmie persons near their room, and 
distinctly hearing them say, '' Some of the fiimily are 
awake : we will shoot them." In tliis alanninor situ- 
ation, personal safety seeming the first object, they 
soon determined to attempt an escape, which was 
the more easily eifected bj^ their cliamber being on 
the first floor. In orottinir out throuirh the window. 



TALK8 OF TKUST. 21 

one of the company stationed to keep guard on 
the outside, discharged a piece at him, the hall of 
i^hich grazed the forehead of David Sands. IIow- 
ever, they escaped, but with very thin clothing. It 
was very cold, and they remained in the oi)cn air till 
the l)reak of dav ; these circumstances, toirether with 
their painful anxiety, rendered it a mo^-t sufforing 
time. When they returned to their dwelling, they 
found it plundered of all the cash, about tit\y 
pounds, most of their bedding, and nuich of their 
furniture. A servant and two children, who were 
st()pi)ing in another part of the house, were not 
disturbed. 

After considering what was best to l>e done, David 
found his way most easy in determining to go to the 
encampment. On his arrival, he saw several officers 
conversing together, who said to him, *'Mr. Sands, 
we have heard of the depredaticms committed at 
your house, and desift to know what you think can 
be done to discover the offenders." After some ear- 
nest consideration he informed them that he had 
on the road felt a belief that if the men were drawn 
up rank and lile, about fifty in a company, he might 
be able, if he followed the be&t direction, in passing 
through them, to detect those concerned in the 
robbery. The officers wondered at his proposal, 
thinking it very imi)robal)le he should discover them 
in such a manner, Avithout any outward knowledge 
of the persons. But they complied, and gave the 
necessary orders. 

On passing down the first rank he made a stop 
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mmv the bottom, hut wont on to the next, when he 
inudo a utand at one of the men, and looking him 
fidl in the face, said to liim, " Where wast thou last 
nififht?" *' Keeping guard, sir, and a very cold 
ni^ht it was," he answered. *' Didst thou find it so 
when at my house?" replied David; at which the 
man tremhkMl much, and showed evident signs of 
guih, on which he was ordered out of the ranks; 
and in like manner four others were discovered. 
Tiien he went to a young officer, whom he asked 
how h(^ (!am(^ to aid and accompany his men in 
l)illaging his house. He positively denied the 
charge, l)ut David fuilher interrogated him by saying, 
**Let me feel thy heart, and see if that do not 
acuiiiHo thee." On putting his hand to it, it throbbed 
up to his neck, and so loud, that Sands called to the 
other officers to come and sec and hear how it 
ac(UiH(Hl the officer. lie was therefore considered to 
1)0 guilty. Two others, which, in all, made eight 
coiKHU'ned, deserted before the search commenced, 
and which ac^counted for the stop he made in the 
first rank. 

The officers now 'desired to know what could be 
done for him. He said he should like to have his 

4 

furniture, bedding, etc., returned, as he wanted his 
bedding in particular; on wliich they brought the 
greater part, with half of the money, assuring him 
the rest was lost. 

The culprits were brought to trial before the civil 
power, but as David declined to appear at the time 
appointed, they were of course acquitted ; but this 
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not exempting them from trial by martial law, and 
their guilt appearing beyond a doubt, the officers 
had them bound tofjetlier and taken to David's 
house, informing him that their lives were at his 
mercy, and he was to determine their sentence ; 
upon which he gave them suitable advice, and then 
forgave them, and, as they were weary with long 
traveling, he ordered them comfortable refreshment. 
At this time his wife, observing one of the men, 
said, ''Thou art he that shot at us." Her husbaiid 
made answer, "He has been told of it before." 
Sands was informed the officer could not be par- 
doned, as the punishment of such a crime was death 
to him who should have been an example to his 
men. But Sands^ being very desirous to preserve 
his life, asked if nothing could he done to release 
him from that punishment. They informed him 
there was but one way, which was for him to desert 
the regiment, which was permitted. They likewise 
said some punishment must be inflicted upon some 
of the men, to deter others from the like practices. 
Therefore some of them underwent a slight flog- 
ging- 
Several years after this occurrence, Sands was 

traveling upon a religious visit, and after appointing 
a public meeting, a man came up to him and begged 
his pardon. He was, indeed, going to kneel upon his 
knees, but David prevented him, saying he thought 
he was not the person he meant, as he had no 
knowledge of him. But the man confessed he was 
one of those concerned in pilhiging David's house, 



24 TALES or TUUST. 

and was one of the two who deserted to avoid dis- 
covery, and that he had not been easy in his mind 
since, but hoped he should meet with his forgive- 
ness. David told him it was out of his power to 
forgive sins, but he hoped tlie Almighty would for- 
give him, as he had long before done. The man 
informed him the other deserter was a short distance 
off, who came to David attired as a Friend, asking his 
ejfcuse and confessing his crime, desiring him at the 
same time, as a confirmation of his forgiveness, to go 
with him to his house, telling him he had married a 
young woman of the society, but said he had not had 
true peace of mind since they had done him that 
injury. David consented to go, and found it as he 
had said, his wife being reinstated in the society, 
and himself on the point of being received as a 
member. 



ANDREW DUNCAN. 

Andrew Duncan, minister of Crail, in Fife, Scot- 
land, was in his day much persecuted by the enemies 
of the gospel of Christ. He was once banished, and 
on his return, in 1619, he was again brought into 
trouble, being summoned before the high commis- 
sion court of the bishops, for opposing the Peiih 
articles. On this occasion he boldly admonished 
the judges of their sin and danger. 

*'Pity yourselves," he said in his protest, «'for 
the Lord's sake ; lose not your own souls, I beseech 
you, for Esau's pottage; iiemeniber Balaam, who 
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was cast away by the deceit of the wages of 
unrighteousness ; forget n(jt how miserable Judas 
was, who lost himself for a trifle of money, which 
never did him good. Better be pined to death l)y 
hunger, than, for a little pittance of the earth, perish 
for ever, and never be recovered so long as the 
days of heaven shall last and the yeai^s of eternity 
shall endure." 

Spotswoode, the archbishop, on glancing at the 
faithful document, tossed it from him in disdain ; 
another of the bishops, picking it up, said, ''.Ho 
calls us Esaus, Balaams, and Judases." "Not so," 
said Mr. Duncan, '* read again ; beware that you bo 
not like them." 

He had soon an opportunity of exemplifying his 
doctrine ; for, having been banished to Berwick, to 
live '*upon his own charges," he was almost literally 
'Opined to death by hunger." With a numerous 
family, and a wife far advanced in pregnancy, he 
was reduced to the utmost hardship. One night in 
particular, when the children were crying for bread, 
and there was none in the house to give them, the 
poor exiled minister occupied himself alternately in 
praying to God, in pacifying his children, and com- 
forting his partner. He exhorted her to wait 
patiently on God, who was now trying them, but 
would undoubtedly provide for them, though he 
should rain down bread from heaven. Tliey had 
neither friend nor acquaintance in that place to 
whom they could make their case known. Early 
next morning, however, a man brought them a 
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sackful of provisions, and went away without telling 
them whence it came, though entreated to do so. 
Shortly after this, during the night, when the good 
man knew not where to apply for aid to his suffering 
wife, a lady came to tlieir door, and having sent the 
servant back with her horse, to return for her at a 
certain time, requested permission to act the part 
of servant and nurse. She continued to do so till 
her services were no longer required, and on her 
departure presented the astonished and grateful 
couple with a box containing linen, cordials, and 
money; but, notwithstanding all their entreaties, 
would neither tell who she was, nor whence she 
came. 



OLIVER HEYWOOD. 

It is related of Oliver Heywood, a non-conformist 
minister, that on a time he was reduced to great 
straits, his little stock of money was quite exhausted, 
the family provisions were entirely consumed, and 
Martha, a maid-servant, who had lived in his family 
for several years, and who had often assisted them, 
could now lend no more from the little savings of 
former years. 

Mr. Heywood trusted that God would still provide 
for him, who had nothing but the divine providence 
to live upon. He said, 

"When cruse and barrel both are dry, 
We still will trust in God most high." 

When the children began to be impatient for food, 
Mr. Heywood called his servant, and said to her. 
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''Martha, take a basket, and go to Halifax, call on Mr. 

N , the shopkeeper, and say, I desire him to lend 

nie five shillings ; if he will be kind enough to do it, 
bring us some bread, some cheese, and sueh other 
little things as you know we most want ; be as expe- 
ditious as you can in returning home, for the poor 
children begin to be fretful for want of something to 
eat ; put on your hat and cloak, and the Lord give 
you good speed ; in the mean time we will offer up 
our request to Him who feedeth the young ravens 
when they cry, and who knows what we have need 
of before we ask him." 

Martha observed her master's direction ; but when 
she came near the house, where she was ordered to 
beg for five shillings, through timidity and bashful- 
ness her heart failed her. She passed by the door 
again and again, without having courage to go in and 

tell her errand. At length Mr. N , standing at his 

shop door, and seeing Martha in the street, called her 
to him, and said, ''Are you not Mr. Hey wood's ser- 
vant?" When she, with an anxious heart, had an- 
swered in the affirmative, he added, "lam glad I 
have this opportunity of seeing you ; some friends at 
M have remitted me five guineas for your mas- 
ter, and I was just thinking how I should contrive to 
send it." 

Martha burst into tears, and for sometime could 
not utter a syllable; the necessities of the family, 
their trust In Providence, the seasonableness of the 
supply, and a variety of other ideas entering upon her 
mind at once, quiti; overpowered her. At length she 
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told Mr. N upon what errand she came, but that 

.she had not courage to ask him to lend her poor 
mtister money. The gentleman could not but l>e 
affected with the story, and told Martha to come to 
hini when the like necessity should press upon them 
at any future time. She made haste to procure the 
necessary provisions, and with a heart lightened of 
its burden, ran hcmie to tell the success of her journey. 

Though she had not been long absent, the hungry 
family had often looked Avishfully out of the Avindow 
for her arrival. When she knocked at her master's 
door, which must be locked and barred for fear of 
constables and bailiffs, it was presently opened, and 
the joy to see her was as great as when a fleet of ships 
arrives laden with provisions for the relief of a starv- 
ing town closely besieged by an enemy. The chil- 
dren danced round the maid, eager to look into the 
basket of eatables ; the patient mother wiped her 
eyes ; the father smiled and said, "The Lord hath 
not forgotten to be gracious ; his word is true from 
the beginning. The young lions do lack and suffer 
hunger, but they that seek the Lord shall not want 
any good thing." 

Martha related every circumstance of her little 
expedition, as soon as tears of joy could permit it ; 
and all partook of the homely fare, Avith a sweeter 
relish than the fastidious Konian n()l)lcs ever knew, 
when thousands were exi)endcd to furnish one repast. 
Had you been present a\ hen this pious family w^ere 
eating their bread and cheese, and drinking pure 
water from the sprinir, vou mialit have found the srood 
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man thus addressing the wife of his bosom, — **Did I 
not tell you, my dear, that God would surely j)rovido 
for us? Why were you so fearful, O ye of little 
faith ! Our heavenly Father kuoweth that we have 
need of these things. Jesus said unto his diseiples, 
'When I sent you without purse and serii), lacked ye 
any thing? an^ they said, Nothing, Lord."' 

Tliis is but one of many reuiarkable deliverances 
which were experienced by this man of God, in days 
of persecution. May it encourage those who read 
it, like him, to confide in the living God, in every 
hour of need. 



UNFORESEEN D.^GER. 

' ' We know not w^hat we should pray for as we 
ought," for God has not made us prescient and omnis- 
cient like himself; and daugers aud troubles often 
come unexpected, and unless God forewarns and pro- 
tects us, they will surely find us unprepared. Safety 
is only secured beneath the covert of our Maker's 
wings ; but they who fly to him shall never find their 
trust misplaced. 

The following account, by John G. Hall, in the 
A,merican Messenger^ illustrates our need of divine 
protection, even in an hour when we deem ourselves 
most exempt from peril : — 

" A few years since, in one of our large cities, a 
Christian gentleman, the head of a family, gathered 
his household, at the accustomed hour, for their 
evening worship. As he led them in the devotions, 
and implored divine protection from the dangers of 
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the night, everything alxutt Iheni was so com 
ul)lc, so quiet, ai)|)iirfiitl_\- no secure and unexpt 
tliat tlic un)>i(l(lcu thought darted into hie mind, 
ho Biiiv no danger to pniy against, as lie and 
houseliold comjioscd themselves to sleep. But 1 
creeping shnnhci's were «!itni an-csted and disp( 
liy the lire-bell, and the hoarse shout of al 
Being himself the chief eugiueer, he girded hii 
with his tnippings, seized his trumi>ct, and st 
forth. 

"The burning building was a carpenter's shop ; 
like an assaulted Ciistle, it was exi>editiously c 
cled by the firemen, who swarmed about it like I 
himself among tluMu, diracting all their movem 
The sky was lurid with the leaping flames. J 
fi-oni the destruction of property, it was a glo 
sight to look upon. But, all at once, in the tv 
ling of an eye, an explosion, as if of seven thum 
was heard, stunning the eara of the remote thrc 
[)rostrating tiie ranks of those more contiguous, 
ting out the burning fii'c instimtly, extinguishin; 
neighboring lamps and lanterns, and spreading 
the whole scene the pall of midnight darkness. 
cliief engineer, troming to his senses, and fin 
himself breast-high in the water, put forth hia h 
as if instinctively, for self-preservation, and it 
into the open skull of a man, the top of whose 
had been blown off by the exploding pow( 
And that was but the index of the entire sc 
Corpses, fractures, bruises, ami lamentation, mo 
ing, and woe, roundly filled np the outline. Dt 
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J tears, sorrow, penury, and life-long anguish had como 
;* ^heralded to numerous wives, parents, children, 
3nd households. 

'* The engineer, saved as though by a miracle, 
I'ecalled his evening prayer, and the intruding 
thoughts of his supposed security that then stole in 
Upon him ; and often afterward spoke of it as a 
lesson which he hoped never to forget, that God 
only knows when hovering danger is near, and that 
he designed to put into our mouths the supplication 
of great things, when, by the agency of his Son, he 
taught us to pray, ' Lead us not into temptation, 
but deliver us from evil.^^^ 



TWO PAT^S. 

The following account is from a letter, wi'itten by 
a minister's wife, to the editor of The Christian : — 

''The same mail which brought me The Christian 
with its records of God's Guiding Hand, and its 
motto, 'Thou shalt remember all the way which the 
Lord thy God led thee,' brought also a letter from 
my sister, in whose home my maiden life was spent, 
which startled and pained me with words like these : 

'* ^Miranda Martin is in very poor health, — will 
probably live but a few months. Clarence, her hus- 
band, is, I suppose, a confirmed dininkard. He is a 
hard-looking fellow. Poor Miranda ! fortunate Paul- 
ina!' 

"These words have thrilled my «oul with a deep 
pain,- strangely mingled with a deeper gratitude, as 
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memory carries me l)ack many years to that dear 
home, and its interesting assoeiations. Pain to think 
the demon intemperance has entered another house- 
hold, and hiid its blighting curse upon two, so pleas- 
ant in their lives, as their memory pictured them to 
me ; but indescri])able gratitude, as I think of God 
and his guiding hand, which, in answer to a mother's 
oft-repeated prayer, has kept 'fortunate Paulina' 
sliielded from such dire calamities. 

"Very different indeed have been the ways in 
which God has led the steps of those two of his chil- 
dren ; — Miranda, the lovely, modest, and amiable 
daughter of wealthy, intelligent, and influential par- 
ents, whose maidea life was crowned by all the bless- 
ings which wealth and care could twilie around a 
happy home ; Paulina, less fair of face, a homeless 
orphan child, deprived of many of the blessings which 
others enjoyed, and having neither wealth nor posi- 
tion to commend her to the regard of those around 
her. 

. "Miranda and Paulina w^ere mutual friends, and 
Clarence shared the regard of both. Gladly would 
Paulina have exchanged the ties of friendship for a 
dearer bond, but a merciful Providence had other- 
wise ordained. Through the influence of her mother's 
prayers, and the teachings of one of the best of sisters, 
she was accustomed from earliest maidenhood, before 
'seeing company,' to go to her heavenly Father and 
commit her viilue to his keeping, and beg him to 
save her from marrying a swearer or a drunkard ; for 
both these classes were terrifying to her from infancy. 
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**Often in those early years, has Clarence said to 
her, *I respect Christians, and their religion; and 
when I am married and settled in a home of my own, 
I will attend to the interests of my sonl.* And she, 
credulous child, believed that he would, and would 
have been willing to accept his offer to share that 
home with him, and abide the risks attending such a 
step. 

^*But this was not to be her lot. Clarence chose 
her fiiend as his companion in life's pilgrimage ; and 
though the friendship of the three continued uninter- 
rupted, their paths henceforth diverged. In the new 
home of Miranda no earthly blessing seemed lacking. 
A kind husband, loving children, and pleasant sur- 
roundings, lent their aid to cheer her earthly lot. 

"But Paulina, the less-favored orphan girl, was 
not forgotten of that God to whom she had committed 
her ways in humble trust and hope ; for in due time 
He, who ^setteth the solitary in families,' gave to her 
a companion who feared and served the Lord, and 
who devoted his life to the ministry of his sacred 
word. 

**True, hers was a pilgrim's lot, and her temporary 
dwellings were wont to change from year to year ; 
sometimes for the better, but oftener for the worse. 
Not unfrequently, want made its appearance within 
her home ; comforts were few, and luxuries w^ere 
unknown; and to some, it might have seemed as 
though the heavenly Father had forgotten one of his 
chiliken in his lavish provision for the other. Indeed, 
it is more than probable that in earlier years, if there 

2 
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has l)ccn no outward murmuring, the thougU 
arisen: ^Fortunate Miranda! poor Paulina T But 
He who sees the end from the beginning, watched 
the path of the trusting orphan girl, and has givea 
her, — we need not say the best husband in the world, 
for, thank God, there are thousands of just such good, 
kind, noble husbands as hers, — but has given her, as 
she believes, the only one that would have made her 
married life so truly happy in this world. 

"Is it strange that after twenty years her heart, 
should be intensely stirred, when, entering as it were 
into the sanctuary of God, she understands the end of 
those paths that diverged so long ago ; and when she 
remembers that for two years she would joyfully have 
given her earthly happiness into the keeping of that 
same 'hard-looking fellow,' if he had only asked the 
gift? Will any one dare to say that it was not the 
guiding hand of God which used, indirectly, the 
poverty of a portionless orphan girl to bring ~ about 
the answer to her mother's prayer, and save her from 
a life of unutterable woe ; giving her in its stead, one 
of unusual domestic bliss ?" 

Poor Miranda ! Let us hope that her fate may 
serve as a warning to other young maidens, and lead 
them to count the cost before committiiio: themselves 
and their hearts' best treasures into the keeping of 
young men who put far off the day of repentance, 
and who boast a strength sufficient to tamper with 
the dangers of the destroying cup, and indulge in the 
pleasures of the social glass ; for the end of such is 
almost sure to be the end of those who * 'tarry long 
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^the wine/' and who find that "at the last it biteth 
like a serpent, and stingeth like an adder," 

Ifc has been said that fiction is true all Imt the 
blames and dates ; while these are all there is alM)at 
iistory which is true. If this is correct, the names 
Jiere given would exclude this story from the n^alm 
of history. But the facts are simply and strictly 
true. Would to God that their parallel could not be 
found on every side ! Let the unmarried ponder this 
wordj "Only in the Lord," 1 Cor. vii. 39; and as 
Jiey hope for present peace, and future blessing, let 
liem cling close to Him who leadeth "in green pas- 
nires," and by "still waters." 



JOHN ROLLER'S HOUSE. 

When John KoUer, of the vilhige of Helsen, had 
to sell all his property, because, in that year of scar- 
city, 1847, he could pay neither rent nor taxes, he 
went the day before with his wife to church, as was 
his regular custom every Sunday. He found abund- 
ant comfort in the text of the sermon, "Take no 
thought for the morrow," and in the words, " Your 
heavenly Father knoweth that ye have need of all 
these things." 

On his return from the church he walked nmch con- 
soled by the side of his Margai*et ; and the words in 
Matthew viii. 1, "When Jesus was come down from 
the mountain, great multitudes followed him," seemed 
also to apply ; for he, too, followed his Saviour with 
faith and hope, whose blessed words he had heard 
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upon the mountain where the little church stood. 
And when Margaret entered for the last time on Sun- 
day the cottage, which on the morrow they were to 
turn their backs upon, and was beginning to weep, he 
comforted her with the words, "Take no thousrht for 
the morrow ; for your heavenly Father knoweth that 
ye have need of all these things." He spoke much to 
her of how, through God's dispensation, they had been 
reduced to poverty ; how he had sent the sickness, the 
bad harvest, and the scarcity; and argued that the 
Lord, who always kept his word, would make all 
things tui'u out for the best. 

The next morning came the bailiff, and the auction- 
eer with his hannuer. An offer for the property 
was made of four hundred aud Hfiv thalers. 

" Will no one bid higher *r 

'' Five hundred thalers ! " called a young lad with 
a stout walking-stick in his hand, a knapsack on his 
back, and the peace of (iod in his heart, who stood 
before the cottage, and had opened his pocket-book, 
which was full of bank-notes. No one bid hiorher, 
and the bargaiii was agreed upon. 

'*What is your name ? '' 

'^ That has nothing. to do with the affair; I have 
not bought the house for nij-self, but for its owner. 
1 am a student, and was passing through here on my 
journey from my home to the university. I saw these 
good i)e()ple at church, and I overheard enough of 
what was said by them as they were walking home, to 
make inquiry of their neighbors ; I saw the tears in 
this woman's eyes, and remarked from the trembling 
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lips and clisped hands of the man, that he could pray. 
Five hundred thalers will not ruin me. I can give 
them, and, if I miss them, shall do so \viiUii<rly, if 
faithful Cliristians have been helped thereby.'' 

The poor Kollers had no time to express their 
thanks, for before they had recovered from their joy 
and surprise, their deliverer had vanished, and they 
never saw him again ; but the more fervently did they 
thank God who had sent them this help. The bailiff 
and the auctioneer went away, and the good couple 
remained in the cottage they had inherited from their 
fathers. Over the house door they carved the inscrip- 
tion: — "Take no thought for the morrow; your 
heavenly Father knoweth that ye have need of all 
these things." 



THE SfflPWRECKED SON. 

In the north of England, in a small inland village, 
a lieutenant of the British Navy, after sorvinsf his 
country for many years, took up his abode. He had 
a pious wife, and six or seven children. She sent 
them to the village Sabbath-school ; but the oldest, a 
boy of fourteen years, seemed determined to profit 
by neither maternal love, nor pious instructions at 
school. He played and mingled with a class of wic^ked 
idlers that infested the village, and would have ))een 
as bad as the worst of them, but for his father's rigid 
discipline. That, alone, restrained him from riotous 
excesses. But that father died, and left his w^dow to 
combat the idleness of her boy alone. No, not alone ; 
for she sought the help of her heavenly Husband. 
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The father being dead, the son grew worse. He 
was ungovernable ; and the afflicted widow wept, as 
with a broken heart, over her recreant child. Una- 
ble to restrain him, she adopted a mode very common 
in England of disposing of idle lads. She resolved 
to send him to sea. It was a painful alternative; 
but he could not grow worse there, she thought, and 
possibly the severe discipline of a ship might humble 
his proud spirit and lead him to reflection. 

A ship was obtained for him. The bustle of prep- 
aration began and was over. Unknown to the youth, 
the mother placed a Bible in his chest, with a secret 
hope that its light might lead him to his heavenly 
Father, when he should be far off on the deep blue 
sea. Many were the prayers that mother offered for 
her son ; many the counsels she gave him from the 
fullness of her heart. The day of separation came. 
Oh I it was a day of trial to all but to hiin who was 
the occasion of the sadness of that family. Warm 
were the tears she shed, as, pressing him to her 
bosom, she bade him adieu, and commended his way- 
ward heart to God. 

Many years had passed, and the wanderer had not 
returned. The ship had perished at sea, and the 
widowed mother mourned her son as dead ; and what 
was worse, she trembled for the safety of his soul. 
Could she have been assured of his salvation, her 
pained heart would have been at rest. But she wept 
over him as doubly lost. 

It was a stormy night in mid-winter. The wind 
howled, the rain poured down in torrents, and deep 
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Brkness obscured the sky. The widow aud her 
hildren sat beside the cheerful fire, and a chastened 
heerfiilness overspread the circle, though now and 
lien a cloud of melancholy gathered over the mother's 
row, as the driving storm reminded her of her lost 
on, when a slight tap was heard at the door. It 
ras opened. A sailor stood there, wayworn and 
reather-beaten. He begged a shelter from the storm, 
t was not in that mother's heart to refuse a sailor on 
uch a night, and she offered him her fireside and her 
>od. 

When he had refreshed himself, she modestly ques- 
Loned him of his condition. His tale was soon told. 
[e had previously been shipwrecked. The widow 
sked him to tell the story of his sufferings. 

He said that in a violent gale the ship ran ashore 
ad went to pieces. The crew were either drowned 
r dashed to death upon the rocks. Himself and 
nother were the only persons who reached the shore, 
liey were thrown high upon the beach by a power- 
il wave. His companion was senseless at first, but 
b last revived — ^alas 1 but to die. "He was a sweet 
outh," the sailor observed; "once he had been the 
jrror of the ship, for his excessive devotion to vice, 
lut suddenly he had changed. He became a serious, 
raying man ; as remarkable for piety now as for vice 
efore. When revived a little on the beach," said 
le sailor, "he pulled a Bible from his bosom, and 
ressed it to his lips. It was this blessed book, he 
)ld me, that led him to change his mode of life, 
Rummaging his chest one day, he found a Bible ; his 
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fir£t impression was to throw it away ; but chanci 
to see his mother's writing, he paused to examine 
It was his name. It made him think of his mothei 
of her instructions and the instructions of his teacl 
ers ; and then he saw his sins, and felt he was a sin 
ner. Overwhelmed, he sunk upon his knees, besidt 
his chest, and wept and prayed, and vowed to change 
his way of life. And he did change it, for he became 
a decided Christian. After telling me about this 
change," continued the sailor, "he gave me his Bible, 
and bade me keep it for his sake ; and then falling 
back upon the sand, he expired with a half-uttered 
prayer upon his lips." 

As the sailor concluded, the widow, who had 
listened with interest and feehng, inquired : 

''Have you got that Bible, my friend?" 

''Yes, Madam," said he; and he took from his 
bosom what seemed to be a bunch of old canvas. 
Carefully removing several envelopes, he at last pro- 
duced a small pocket Bible, and gave it into the hands 
of the lady. 

Tremblingly and hastily she seized it. She turned 
to the blank page, and saw her child's name in her 
own writing. A death-like paleness overspread her 
usually pale cheek, as she made the discovery, and 
exclaimed, " 'Tis his, 'tis his ! My son, my son I" 

The scene that followed needs no description. 

Here, then, we see the idle Sunday-scholar, at sea, 
away from the means of grace, suddenly profiting by 
the instruction of years past. His soul felt the inspir- 
ing leaven a teacher had placed within it, and grew 
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'or paradise, when the teacher mourned his labor 
How encouraging 1 How cheering! T^bor 
eacher, in hope. Parents, despise not Sabbath- 
»1 instruction, for your child may, in like manner 
ved. 
liey that sow in tears shall reap in joy." 



A SHIELD IN TROUBLE. 

e protecting care of our heavenly Father over 
who ''war not after the flesh," and whose 
ons of "warfare are not carnal, but mighty 
igh God," was remarkably illustrated in the 
3le insurrection in Ireland, an incident of wbich 
3orded by a member of the Society of Friends as 
ws : — 

the eleventh month, 1825, while at Baltimore 
Richard Jordan, we attended the meeting on 
day morning at the Easter house, in that city, 
in the course of his communication, Richard 
ed the following circumstance : 
liilst engaged in a religious visit to Friends in 
)pe, I visited an amiable and worthy family eon- 
ig of the parents and nine children, residing 
t two miles from Dublin. The mother, a sensi- 
Friend, to whom I was much attached, naiTated 
e some of the sufierings and trials they had to 
through, and also their providential rescue and 
3rvation, during the time of that awful insurrec- 
in Ireland, in which more than one hundred 
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thousand lives were lost. And snch is my confidenee 
in the integrity of the Friend, that I have no mm 
doubt of the facts than if L .had myself witnessed, 
them. 

The family were dwelling at a beautiful villa, hani 
somely situated and highly cultivated, and whilst as- 
sembled one afternoon around their peaceful ani: 
happy fireside, they were rudely assailed by apai^ 
of insurgents, who surrounded the house and foroedj 
an entrance. The leader of this band of ruffians in*' 
formed the family that they must prepare for deaih|l 
as he was determined to murder every menoiber of thl] 
family as heretics, and to burn their house and prop* 
erty. As they were proceeding to fulfill this murder- 
ous intention, a secret compunction of mind on thl 
part of the officer arrested their progress ; and after 
a short delay, he told them he had concluded to give 
them twenty -four hours respite, during which they 
might consider his proposals — that they would retan 
at the same time, four p. m. the succeeding day, and 
if they were then willing to change their religioB 
and become Eoman Catholics, their lives and property 
should be saved ; but if not, every individual should 
be murdered and the property razed to the ground. 
They then withdrew. 

This was a very exercising season to them ; thdr 
faith and constancy were put to a severe test, and the 
intermediate period was passed under feelings which 
can be better conceived than described. The follow- 
ing was the regular meeting day, and the mothtf 
proposed to her husband, that the family should rise 
early, partake of a light repast, and every member 
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of it repair to the meeting place, there to mingle once 
more in social worship with their beloved Friends, 
l)efore the hour of their suffering arrived. Her hus- 
band, however, deemed such a proceeding unwise, and 
they were brought into deep mental conflict, with 
fervent desires that they might be rightly guided in 
fchis struggle between religious duty on the one hand, 
and apprehensions for the safety of their beloved 
fiGunily on the other. 

They assembled the family together to deliberate 
on the course they should pursue in this painful ex- 
igency, with a degree of humble confidence that the 
test direction would be afforded ; and after a season of 
aolemn retirement, spread the subject before their chil- 
dren. The excellent and amiable mother still pressed 
the propriety of going to meeting, but their father 
eould not conceal his fears that it would lead to greater 
suffering. Their eldest son, with Christian fortitude 
and magnanimity, encouraged his parents to go, say- 
ing, "Father, rejoice that we are found worthy to 
suffer ; " a language which greatly affected his parents, 
and so strengthened their minds that they at once 
concluded to make the attempt. 

In the morning they accordingly proceeded to their 
place of worship, taking the public highway, instead 
of going through the fields to avoid the armed in- 
surgents, as was usually done ; and through Divine 
protection they reached the meeting in safety. They 
sat with their friends in awful reverence, waiting on 
the merciful Preserver of men; and though their 
minds were deeply exercised with the gloomy pros- 
pect before them, yet a measure of living faith was 
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renewed in their hearts, under which they were 
strengthened to cast themselves entirely on Divine 
protection. The meeting closed, and their minds 
were comforted and refreshed in having thus fulfilled 
what they considered a religious duty. But now i 
new trial commenced, in considering whether it would 
be right to return home into the power of their ene- 
mies, of whom they were now clear, or to pursue aa 
opposite course, and seek a place of safety for thedn- 
selves and children. Their faith, however, bore then 
up in this time of deep proving, and after solidly 
weighing the matter, they believed it their duty to 
return home. The struggle, however, was severe, 
for nature must necessarily feel keenly when our own 
lives and those whom we hold most dear are at stake; 
but as they journeyed onward, with minds turned in 
prayer to the Lord, that portion of Holy Writ, where 
it is said, " The sons also of them that afflicted thee 
shall come bending unto thee; and all they that 
despise thee shall bow themselves down at the soles 
of thy feet," Isaiah Ix. 14, was powerfully impressed 
on the mind of the mother, accompanied with such 
an assurance of Divine regard and protection being 
extended to them, that she clapped her hands for joyi 
and expressed to her husband and children the confi- 
dence she felt that they would be cared, for. 

On returning home they all assembled and sal 
down in silent, reverent waiting on that God who 
careth for all his humble and obedient children • and 
in this state awaited their impending fate. The clock 
struck four — but their persecutors came not. The 
king's troops had landed from England, and marched 
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rapidly into the neighborhood, while the insurgents 
were flying in every direction to escape their pursuit. 
In less than two weeks the same party came to the 
house of the Friend, and on their knees implored the 
protection of the family, to hide them from their 
pursuers, and save them from the destruction which 
they had so lately threatened to inflict on them. 

Well may the trusting Christian say with David : 
"The Lord is my light and my salvation; whom 
shall I fear ? the Lord is the strength of my life ; of 
whom shall I be afraid ? When the wicked, even 
mine enemies and my foes, came upon me to eat 
up my flesh, they stumbled and fell. Though an 
host should encamp against me, my heart shall 
not fear: though war should rise against me, in 
this will I be confident. For in the time of trouble 
lie shall hide me in his pavilion : in the secret of his 
tabernacle shall he hide me ; he shall set me up upon 
a rock." Ps. xxvii. 1, 2, 3, 5. 



"WE AKE ALL CHEISTIANS." 

" I have read," says Mrs. Chapman, " of a certain 
regiment ordered to march into a small town (in the 
Tyrol, I think), and take it. It chanced that the 
place was settled by a colony who believed the gos- 
pel of Christ, and proved their faith by works. A 
courier from a neighboring village informed them 
that troops were advancing to take the town. They 
quietly answered, * If they will take it, they must.' 
Soldiers soon came, riding in with colors flying and 
£fes piping their shrill defiance. They looked round 
for an enemy, and saw the farmer at his plough, the 
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blacksmitli at his anvil, and the women at th 
chums and spinning wheels. Babies crowded to li 
the music, and boys ran out to see the pretty train( 
with feathers and bright buttons, * the harlequins 
the nineteenth century.' Of course none of tl 
were in a proper position to be shot at. 'Where 
your soldiers?' they asked. 'We have none,'' 
the brief reply. *But we have come to take 
town.' * Well, my friends, it lies before you.' *'. 
is there nobody here to fight? ' 'No, we are 
Christians.' Here was an emergency altogether 
provided for by the military schools. This wi 
sort of resistance which no bullet could hit ; a fort 
perfectly bomb-proof. The commander was ] 
plexed: *If there is nobody to fight with, of coi 
we can't fight,' said he. *It is impossible to t 
such a town as this.' So he ordered the horses' b 
to be turned about, and they carried the human 
mals out of the village, as guiltless as they ente 
and perchance somewhat wiser. This experimen 
a small scale indicates how easy it would be to 
pense with armies and navies, if men only had 1 
in the religion they profess to believe, and w 
follow Him who prayed for the taunting, persecu 
throng that had nailed him to the cross of ag 
* Father, forgive them,' and who has bidden his 
lowers likewise to love their enemies, and resisl 
evil." It is hard to fight with men of peace. One 
can not make a quarrel, and one party can not ma 
war. " The fruit of righteousness is sown in peac 
them that make peace," "and the effect of righte 
aess shall be quietness and assurance forever.*^ 
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THE MINISTEES AND THE EEGGAE. 

Some years ago an aged servant of the Lord, full 
of faith and the Holy Ghost, was found on one occasioa 
in company with two young niLnisters, on their way 
to a religious conference. The elder minister was 
noted tor a willingness to bestow his hist penny upon 
the needy, and for an unyielding trust in God at all 
times and in all difficult places. 

It so happened that they met on their way a beggar 
in great want. The two young men were first appealed 
to for charity, but they gave nothing. For they rea- 
soned, "Our means are scant; we are to be all day 
on the road ; we need our little money to buy a 
dinner for ourselves and for onr horses." But the 
old saint. Elder A., emptied the entire contents of hia 
purse into the eager hands of the asker for alms. 
He trusted in God that he would deliver him, he knew 
not how ; and hia astonished companions aet them- 
selves watching to aee in what way he was to be re- 
lieved from his dilemma. 

Noon came ; the inn was reached and all three call- 
ed for dinner and food for their jaded horses. Now for 
the trial of faith. How was the servant of God, among 
strangers, without means or credit, to meet his bill? 
He who made the fishes of the sea contribute money 
wherewith to pay his taxes, knew ; and his eyea were 
upon the man who dared take God at hia word and 
trust his Maker in every extremity. 

The order for dinner for man and beast was given 
without faltering, but the Cljristian'a heart was in 
earnest prayer^, Tlie meal over, the youuger men 
advanced first to the landlord and paid their reckoning, 
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nearly exhausting their little purses; which in those 
(lavs were not so well stocked with funds as are manv 
preachers' now. No questions were asked, and the 
full amount due was received and flunj? into the 
drawer. 

Then, a.s l)oldly as the others, came Elder A., asking, 
'*What is my bill, landlord?" The landlord started, 
and looked at the questioner closely. 

"Are vou Elder A., from M. ? " he asked. 

*'I am ; that is my name ; " was the prompt reply. 

*' Oh, nothing ; I have no charge, never mind," said 
the landlord. '* Stop," he added as the minister was 
about turning away. " Here, take this," and the drawer 
was pulled open and the very money paid in a minute 
before by the young men, was placed in the h^nd of 
God's trusting servant, who went on his way with 
thanksgivings and praises. 

It is needless to say those young preachers learned 
on that day a lesson which they never forgot. Reader, 
it is safe to trust God. lie will pay ngain. It is 
better to trust God than to put confidence in the flesh 
or in princes. The bank of heaven will neve!r sus- 
pend nor fail, neither will its beneficent and wealthy 
owner ever become bankrupt. 



A FORTNIGHT'S EXPERIENCE. 
Here is my record for New Year's day, 1870. One 
came to my *'own hired house/' sad, weary, — not by 
any means richly clothed, without a home, ill-treated 
by those who should have loved him, hungry, wantiug 
a night's lodging, cast down, — but full of the spirit of 
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s divine Master, and always my friend. He had 
►ent the best part of his life in proclaiming Jesus 
id his coming ; a man of fine, sensitive nature and 
ghtoned piety. The world once heard his voice in 
nes that thrilled all hearts, uttering the burning 
aths of the Bible concerning Christ and his kingdom. 
Dw he was worn by trial and care, in feeble health, 
din misfortune. I welcomed him to bed and board, 
pplied his wants, and fed and lodged the Savior in 
I faithful servant. 

I had received money on that day ; should I share 
nth my brother ? But I too had known misfortune, 
kness, and trial, and my house was even then as a 
jpital. Pity, however, filled my heart, overbalanc- 
• other considerations. I must give something. 
3 voice of God whispered, " It is blessed to give." 
ave him part of my store ; cheered and rested, he 
it on his way rejoicing. His fervent, efifectual 
yer at my altar, and his benediction on me and 
le at parting, repaid me double. But before that 
>k ended I was summoned to perform a marriage 
jmony, and received twice my gift back again, 
jn I had not expected it. 

L few days after, a beggar, old, infirm, and in rags, 
d at my door. The winds of winter found easy 
!ss to his shivering form through the torn and 
ity raiment. A vest was brought out ; I said in 
heart, "I can sell this vest, it is worth two dollars ; " 
it was. " It will pay for sawing two cojds of wood." 
sitated: then turned my eyes again upon the aged 
dicant, "For pity's sake, charity I " he said, plead- 
y. Then came the worda^ " He that hath pitj 



tAtiES Ot TRUSt. 50 

Upon the poor lendetli unto tlie Lord, and that which 
he hath given will he pay him again." It seemed as 
if a voice spoke them audibly. I shouted, '* Yes, Lord ; 
it is done 1 " and the old man departed with the gar- 
ment, muttering benedictions on my head. I reasoned 
thus : *' If Jesus had come needy and naked to my 
door, would I refuse to lend him money or a garment, 
should he ask them ? " Now I had a beggar asking 
alms daily or weekly, and this one like many others 
might not have been righteous, but poverty alone, 
not righteous poverty, presented the claim for pity, 
and I responded, " as unto the Lord." Thus I 
lend to my dear Lord, food, clothing, and often money. 
And he is a good pay-master ; for the same week I 
received three times the worth of the Vest back again 
from a source where I had no certainty of receiving 
one cent. 

Once more : the following week I was called to 
bury the dead. It was one of the little ones whose 
presence will grace the kingdom of Christ. The 
parents were frantic with grief. I left my sick at 
home, and ill and in pain myself, spent a day in 
comforting, instructing, warning, and assisting at 
the funeral. I never before had seen such an ex- 
perience, on so solemn an occasion. The stricken 
mother was beside herself, and it became my sad task 
when all entreaty from others failed, to force her 
from the little coffin where she had come to take the 
last look at her idol. In weariness the day ended. 
No compensation came for that day's time and toil. 
There was no lack of means in the pocket of the 
bereaved ones for a proper and just remuneration, 
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but there was lack of thought, lack of heart, lack of 
generosity. My time weut for nothing ; but afterwards 
when I wanted food at his market it was to selL "I 
have done it for God," I mused; **He will see to the 
pay." Perfect assurance filled my heart that God 
would soon make up for man's lack. About one 
week later a letter came unexpectedly, and from almost 
an unknown source, enclosing a ten -dollar note as a 
*^ token of esteem." I had not seen the giver for nearly 
two years, if ever ; and, indeed, I am not certain to-day 
that we ever met. He owed me nothing, and was 
under no obligations to me whatever. " How strange," 
we said. Two pairs of eyes ran down with tears that 
morning, and two hearts went up in thanksgiving to 
Him who has said, "I will never leave thee nor forsake 
thee." So we cling to that word "Never," and 
would not part with such experiences of God's good- 
ness and believing in him for the world. Can 1 ever 
doubt again? Oh, for a life of trust in Jesus I 



THE EAST WIND. 

"I do not like an east wind, mamma," said little 
Jane to her mother, one bleak day in early spring. '* I 
can not feel warm. It is shiver, shiver, all the time. 
My grandmother says, 

' The wind at east, 
Is good for neither man nor beast.' " 

"Give the east wind its due, my child," answered 
her mother ; "Grandma tells a tale which proves that, 
in the hands of providence, it may be the immediate 
cause of good to thousands of people. Run up and 
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down the avenue three times, then come and I will re- 
peat the story we have heard your grandmother tell so 
many times." Jane went, and soon returned with red 
clieeks and warm hands ; sat down by her mother, 
and waited for the story. Her mother handed her a 
map, and asked her to find the island of Nantucket, 
thirty miles from the southern shore of Massachusetts, 
a little larger than New York, or Manhattan island. 
She soon found it, and told her mother it looked far 
away by itself. 

" That island," said her mother, " has no forts, no 
cannon, and no soldiers. The inhabitants never fight 
Daring the revolutionary war, they were informed 
that some privateers were lying at a neighboring port 
to the north of them, on their way to Nantucket, to 
* burn, sink, and destroy.' Struck witb terror and 
dismay, the poor islanders wandered from house to 
house, and vainly sought for that consolation which 
no one could give. 

A privateer is a vessel fitted out by private persons 
for plunder, and armed by wicked and desperate men. 
Such men would probably set fire to the whole town 
— whither could they and their little ones flee for shel- 
ter ? What could they eat, and if all their clothes 
were burnt or taken, what could they wear ? Grand- 
ma said she had one pattern for a dress not made up; 
she determined to make it, and put it on before those 
wicked men came — the only way to save it. She 
thought she would have time, for the wind was east 
— blew strong from the east — and no vessel could 
come to the island until the wind changed. The next 
morning the wind was still east. One more day their 
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liouses were spared to them — one more night they had 
tlieir beds to sleep upon. The few persons who had 
treasure "of any kind, silver or gold, buried it; for 
now they began to feel that time was given them to 
make a little effort for themselves. 

The third morning, wind still east. Their faith, in 
the protecting hand of Divine Providence increased ; 
and the power of the wind seemed greater than the 
power of muskets and cannon balls. But, thought 
they, * the wind bloweth where it listeth ; ' in a few 
hours it may change, and then in five or six hours 
the privateers may come. 

On the fourth morning — wind still east — and oh ! 
how our young hearts, when we were children, used 
to glow with gratitude to Him who careth for the 
sparrows, as grandmamma told of the fifth, the sixth, 
the seventh, and so on, day after day, till there had 
been twenty -one successive days of east wind. One 
morning the inhabitants arose, and lo, the wind had 
changed ! but no privateers came ; for the very day 
before the change^ tired of waiting, they spread their 

sails, and went away." 

After her mother had finished the story, Jane ask- 
ed why an east wind, kept the privateers away from 
the island so long. 

Her mother replied, there were no steamboats then. 
Every vessel had sails, and a strong east wind, a little 
to the south, blew everything that tried to come to 
the island in an opposite direction. That the wind 
should continue to blow from one point of the com- 
pass so long, was unusual, as is evident from the light 
in which it was regarded by those defenseless islanders, 



64 TALES OF TBUST. 

who always spoke of it as a signal mark of Divine 
interposition on their behalf. 



Lest some of our readers should question the trutb 
of this relation, we requested a friend to make inquir- 
ies of a citizen of Nantucket, and by him we were 
referred to Obed Macy's history of the island, pp. 94 
-102, where all the material facts above stated are 
confirmed, as occurring in September, 1779. 

The inhabitants of Nantucket were especially ex- 
posed to the danger of war, as either party could de- 
stroy them, while neither could undertake their de- 
fense ; and hence, as the majority of them were in 
agreement with the peaceable principles of the Socie- 
ty of Friends,- they were recognized as non-combat- 
ants by the naval forces of both parties, and were ex- 
empted from molestation by a special declaration of 
the British Commodore, Sir George Collier, dated 
May 23d, 1779, to which declaration Sir Henry Clin- 
ton, Commander of the British forces, assented. 

"But," says Macy, *' notwithstanding these assur- 
ances, it was but a few months, before another diBB- 
culty arose, which threatened to be the greatest with 
which the people had ever met. This evil was avert- 
ed by the protecting hand of Divine Providence, more 
conspicuous to the view of the community at large 
than common. The event had a tendency to humble 
the minds of many, and to bring them into a state of 
dependence on that Power which preserves from dan- 
ger without the help of man. 

Information was received from undoubted author- 
ity, that a squadron of English armed vessels was 
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preparing to leave New York for Nantucket, for the 
purpose of sacking and plundering the town, and of 
burning it, should any resistance be made by the in- 
habitants. Hitherto there had never been any order, 
under the authority of the British government, to 
visit the iuland in a hostile manner. Those enemies, 
who had sometimes made their appearance in the har- 
bor, were of that class called refugees, who, not hav- 
ing the authority of the government, did not dare to 
extend their ravages to a great length, though their 
menaces were sometimes carried into effect in such a 
degree as to fill the minds of the people with fear and 
resentment. But the case now before us was quite 
otherwise, and caused very different emotions. 

These were believed to be government vessels, and 
authorized by the government, which was a cause 
of the greater alarm. Their peculiar situation, with 
no back country whither to flee for shelter, nor any 
opportunity of leaving the island with safety on ac- 
count of English' cruisers in the Sound, nor even the 
means of doing so immediately, if this hindrance had 
not existed ; these circumstances filled the minds of 
the people with consternation and dismay. They 
knew not what measure to take, to avoid the impend- 
ing danger. It was soon known that the fleet had 
arrived ai Martba's Vineyard, and was waiting a 
change of wind, which was then to the eastward, to 
pursue the object of their expedition. As the danger 
approached, the people became more and more alarm- 
ed. The scene now discovered the various disposi- 
tions and thoughts of the community. Every person, 
capable of due reflection, displayed in his countenance, 
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a stronger and more powerful language than words 
could convey. As nothing now appeared to pre- 
vent the coming of the enemy, but the continuance 
of the prevailing east tvind, many of the people took 
this opportunity to secure that part of their val- 
uable property, which was capable of being removed 
and secreted. Carts, boats, and footmen, were con- 
stantly employed, by night and by day, in carrying 
goods out of the town, or depositing them in scatter- 
ing houses in the vicinity, where it was supposed they 
would escape the conflagration.- Some buried their 
goods under the earth, supposing that to be the best 
means of security. There were yet others, who were 
not inclined to take any of these precautions for the 
preservation of their property, but who quietly await- 
ed the event, trusting in that Power which is over 
all, and to whose will the designs of men are at all 
times subjected. 

A constant look-out was kept every day with the 
greatest anxiety, and in dread of the moment when 
the fleet should appear." 

At length the two commanding officers wrote to the 
people of Nantucket, charging them with having vio- 
lated their professions of neutrality, and threatening 
them with vengeance unless their conduct was ex- 
plained. A committee was promptly sent by the in- 
habitants to deny and explain the charges, and after 
an interview with the officers, succeeded in their un- 
dertaking. 

"During all these transactions," says the historian, 
*' the wind continued to the eastward, which prevented 
them from pursuing the object of their intention; for 
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the foregoing complaints were considered nothing 
more than a pretext formed by them to guarantee 
their conduct in plundering the town, and to screen 
them from punishment from their own government. 

It was pretended that a schooner, which arrived 
from Rhode Island, brought orders to the command- 
ers of the armament to abandon the enterprise and 
return to New York, which was promptly obeyed, 
and they left the Vineyard the next morning. • 

It finally appeared, however, that their conduct 
was without the authority of the British commander- 
in-chief, at New York, and that the plan was institut- 
ed and promoted principally by the loyalists. 

It is highly probable that the east wind, which so 
providentially prevailed during these transactions, 
alone prevented the immediate execution of the ene- 
my's intentions ; and that, during the delay, reflec- 
tions on the enormity of their meditated act, and the 
difficulty of rendering an excuse for it to their gov- 
ernment, checked any further proceedings. In the 
view of the people of the island, their deliverance 
seemed to have been wrought by Him who sets 
bounds to the wicked." 

Such are the authentic facts. Can we doubt that 
He who holdeth the winds in his fists, and bringeth 
them out of his treasures, yet lives to hear, and help, 
and save ? Can we fear when the mighty God of 
providence reveals himself as the gracious God of 
Love, saying to each trusting soul, *'I will never 
leave thee nor forsake thee," and watching over his 
people in their dangers with a loving heart and an 
unslumbering eye? 
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" HAVE YOU BEEN UP STAIRS ? " 

The following circumstance was related in sub- 
stance by a minister of the gospel of good repute, in 
a public congregation : — 

** Some few years ago, a poor man, after a length- 
ened affliction, in which nearly all his temporal means 
were exhausted, died ; leaving to the care of God a 
wife and several young children. At her husband's 
death, the support of the family was to be obtained 
by the widow's toil ; and the means on which she de- 
pended were very precarious. Trials came upon her 
apace, as she trod * the widow's lonely way ; ' and 
sometimes so pressing were her diBBculties, that she 
seemed to be on the very verge of destitution. 

Happily, she had chosen the Lord before these 
days of darkness and distress ; and now found a 
sweetness in claiming him as her husband : she knew 
he had said, * Let thy widows trust in me ; ' and there- 
fore rolled her burden of care on him. Never till 
now did she understand the full value of a throne of 
grace; for often did new trouble drive her, as a 
plaintive suppliant, to pour her distresses into the ear 
of mercy. 

She had regular seasons for prayer ; but these were 
often supplemented ; for when any fresh trial arose, 
she retired to spread it before the Lord. On these 
special occasions she used to go into her bedroom ; 
and so often did she go thither, that her children both 
knew why she went, and in every domestic trouble 
expected her to go. Her habit was thus formed by 
circumstances ; and many delightful answers to prayer 
proved it a good one. 
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Her greatest trial, however, had not yet come; and 
it remained to be seen whether she would continue 
faithful. All her wants had hitherto been supplied ; 
but at length a sore calamity befell her which threat- 
ened to plunge her into inextricable distress. Em- 
ployment and money failed ; and as she did not like 
to ask credit for necessaries which she had no prob- 
ability of paying for, she went to bed one night with- 
out any food in the house, or the means of obtaining 
any. The morning came, and when her hungry chil- 
dren asked for their breakfast, she had none to give 
them, and what to do she could not tell. Grief over- 
came her : the thought that she and her babes might 
starve flitted across her mind, and she wept bitterly. 
At that moment, a sweet little boy stole softly up to 
her, and taking her hand in his, said, * Mother, what 
is the matter? why do you cry so? * * Because, my 
love,' she replied, ' I have no food for you, and can- 
not get any.' * Mother,' he rejoined, ^you have not 
been up stairs this morning,^ 

The good woman took the hint ; retired as usual to 
spread this trial before the Lord, and ask the needed 
supply ; and while she was praying, confidence sprang 
up in her soul, she felt she could trust for that day's 
bread, and help was at hand. Scarcely had she left 
the room, when a lady called to ask if she wanted 
employment; who, on hearing of the condition of 
the family, immediately furnished them with neces- 
saries, and placed the widow in a situation of ease 
and comfort." 

How many a trial would be eased, how many a 
temptation conquered, and how many a deliverance 
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gained, if we would go " up stairs," or elsewhere, and 
spread it all before the Lord. And how often the se- 
cret of our murmuring, repining, desponding, and 
sinning is found in the fact we haven 't been up stairs. 
Let us never forget the closet ; our Father that 
seeth us in secret there, will reward us openly with 
abundant blessings. 

*^ Fear thou the Lord, and then shalt then 
Have nothing else to fear ; 
Make thou bis service thy delight. 
He 'II make thy wants his care." 



A MOTHEE COMFORTED. 

The wintry wind was howling around the habitation 
of poor Mrs. Crawford, who sat shivering over a hand^ 
ful of dying embers, hungry, cold, and almost naked. 
Poor woman! she had once seen better days. Her pa- 
rents were respectable farmers in the town of Bark- 
hamsted, and although educated to the toils of a farm- 
er's daughter, she had, until her marriage, and in- 
deed long after, enjoyed an abundance of the good 
things of this world. For years after leaving the pa- 
rental roof, she was happy in the love of an affection- 
ate husband, who by his industry supported her and 
a growing family. He was a physician, and, as be- 
fore the temperance reformation men of that profes- 
sion were peculiarly exposed to temptation, because 
the poison was offered to them in every family they 
visited, Mr. C. soon acquired a relish for it, and in 
a few years sunk into a drunkard's grave. His wife 
and three out of seven children survived him, to suf- 
fer the pangs of poverty and mourn over his hope! 
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tomb. Her children, the oldest twelve, the youngest 
one year old, were in bed together; but although the 
two youngest had forgotten their own and their moth- 
er's griefs in the slumbers of infancy, poor George 
could not sleep. His young heart sighed and sobbed 
in melancholy response to his mother's, and the tears 
which trickled down her cheeks were but reflections 
of his own. 

*' Mother," said he, " dear mother, don't cry any 
more. I have been thinking of a beautiful chapter 
I read in my Bible at Sunday-school to-day, and I 
meant to read it to you when I came home, but I for- 
got it. If you will let me, I will get up and dress 
myself, and find it for you now. I know it will com- 
fort you. Don't cry, mother dear, I am not hungry 
now, and little brother and sister are not, for they 
are fast asleep." And almost before his mother 
could object to it, he was dressed and had opened the 
Bible to the beautiful story of Elijah, who was fed 
in a time of famine, first by the ravens, and after- 
wards by the widow of Zarephath, found in the sev- 
enteenth chapter of 1 Kings. 

His sweet voice reading the "Word of God fell like 
music on the ear, and sunk like a spell into the heart 
of Mrs. Crawford. "And now, dear mother," said 
George, " do you not think that Elijah's God will be 
our God too ? I know you love him,mother, as much 
as Elijah did. And does not the Testament say, that 
we are of much more value than the sparrows of 
whom God takes such care ? " The little preacher 
became very animated, as if, heaven-inspired, he had 
been commissioned as an angel of mercy, to minister 
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unto an heir of salvation. " And now, dear motlier, 
if you will let me, I will read you a most beautiful 
story from one of my Sunday-school books, which 
Mr. Parsons says, is a good deal like the story of 
Elijah, and shows that God is the same God now that 
he was thousands of years ago, when that prophet 
was alive. I have not read it yet, but I.guess it is 
a very pretty story." 

He then took down from the shelf a little book 
called " Social Life," printed in London for the " Be- 
ligious Tract Society," and read this story, entitled 
" The Widow's Friend." 

" A pious visitor of the sick, early one Sabbath 
morning, called on a popr, but very pious widow, 
whom he had been accustomed for some time to visit 
in her affliction. No sooner had he entered the door 
of her obscure and lowly dwelling, than she eagerly 
exclaimed, * O sir, I have something to tell you that 
will warm your heart.' * Well, my friend, said he, 
that's right ; my heart wants warming, let me hear 
it.' She then proceeded, in substance, as follows :— 

* Last Thursday morning, to my no small dismay, I 
found that I had not a morsel of bread left in my 
cupboard, nor could I tell where to look for a fresh 
supply. Several hours passed away ; no one came 
near me, and I began to feel very faint and hungry. 
For some time I sat brooding over my sorrows, until 
at length I was tempted to give way to despondency. 
But all at once, the- thought came into my mind, 
" Have I not a Father in heaven ? Has he not en- 
couraged me to ask of him my daily bread ? And 
has he not promised that bread shall be given me, 
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and my water shall be sure? Is. xxxiii. 16. I 
will therefore 'arise, and go to my Father,' and will 
lay before him all my wants." Accordingly I arose, 
fell on my knees, and poured out my heart before 
our " Father who seeth in secret." I was enabled 
with humble confidence to plead his faithful Word, 
and with assured hope to rest upon it. 

* While thus engaged, such a pesLcefnl, joyful feeling 
took possession of my soul, that I became, for the 
time, wholly unconscious of the sensation of hunger. 
On arising from prayer, I felt quite full, and it ap- 
peared to me as if I could do without bread. I had 
not, however, risen from my knees a quarter of an 
hour, when I heard some one knock at the door. On 
opening it, I saw a decently dressed woman, quite a 
stranger to me, holding something in her apron. 
" Is not your name Gray ? " she asked. I replied, 
" Yes." " I have been told," said she, " that you are 
very poor. I have a loaf here (holding open her 
lap), if you will accept it ; and I'll tell you what in- 
iuced me to bring it to you. My husband, who is 
unwell, has a very sickly appetite ; and on taking up 
this loaf at breakfast time this morning, he discov- 
ered that a mouse had been nibbling it ; and this so 
turned his stomach, that he put it aside, begging me 
to take it out of the house, and not to let him see it 
any more. So I inquired of a neighbor for some 
poor person to whom it would be acceptable, and 
was directed to you. I hope you will excuse it ; but 
you will see I have' cut the part clear away where 
the mouse has been." 

' I received the loaf at the hand of my unknown 
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benefactress, expressing as well as my feelings would 
allow, my thankfulness for the gift ; and slipping a 
shilling into my hand, she left me almost overwhelm- 
ed with emotions of astonishment and gratitude too 
strong for utterance. O sir, can I ever again distrust 
my heavenly Father's care ? Elijah was fed by ra- 
venSf and /have been fed by a mouse, in a manner 
less direct, indeed, but not less effectual ; for had it 
not been for that mouse, that loaf would not have 
been brought to me. Yes, sir, in order to show my 
unbelief, the Lord has caused even a pilfering mouse 
to be the means of administering to my necessities."' 
" There, dear mother," said George, "isn't that good? 
— God has more ravens, and more mice — ^let us trust 
him for to-morrow." Mrs. Crawford pressed her son 
to her bosom, and bathed his sweet face in tears of af- 
fection, covering it with her kisses. Her tears of 
sorrow were all wiped away by his soft band, and 
after pouring out her heart in praise and confiding 
supplication, they retired to rest. The next day all 
her wants were supplied by Him who hath said, 
"Leave thy fatherless children, I will preserve them 
alive, and let thy widows trust in me." Jer. xlix. 11. 
A pious neighbor had made inquiry, and ascertaining 
her necessity, made provision for all her wants. 



STEADY BUSINESS. 

Eiding one rainy day across the ridges of Eastern 
Tennessee, in a buggy drawn by a mule, we talked 
with our companion of the troubles that were past 
He had seen some fifty years, and with his house he 
cerved the living God, and waited for his Son firom 
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heaven. He lived in that contested border-land, over 
which, during the great rebellion, contending armies 
had rolled backward and forward like the restless 
tides, aijd chased each other like angry waves beating 
upon the shore. He had listened to the roar of can- 
non and the rattle of musketry on many a hard- 
fought and historic field on every side of his neigh- 
borhood, but as for himself, he had been a follower of 
the Prince of peace, and had been kept, in heart and 
hand, from participating in the fratricidal strife. And 
through all the insecurity from warlike forces or 
predatory bands, he had found a safe hiding-place 
from every danger beneath the shelter of the ever- 
lasting Eock. 

As we rode along we conversed together on this 
wise : — 

" Did the soldiers come often to your house ? " 
" Yes, they were about us all the time." 
"I suppose the federal soldiers foraged on the con- 
federate families, and the confederate soldiers on the 
federals, and they that stood neutral had to suffer from 
both sides." 

" Yes, that was about the way." 
" Did they take anything from you ? " 
** ISFot that I know of; we always fed the soldiers 
when they came and wanted food." 
*♦ On both sides?" 

*' Yes, on both sides ; we couldn't refuse to feed 
the hungry." 

*' Didn't they rob you of anything? " 

*' No, not so far as I know ; I never lost the value 

of five cents to my knowledge. I arranged all my 

3 • 
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affairs, selling off property and paying my debts, so 
that I had not much stock that would be useful to 
them in the army, but I never had anything stolen 
from me during the war." 

*' Did your neighbors escape as easily ? " 

"Not that I know of; all the others lost more or 
less. The soldiers came twice to take my corn out 
of the field, but went off and left it." 

" What made them do that? " / 

**I don't know ; I believe the first time they came, 
the man who worked my land and made the crop told 
them that that corn was the whole dependence of two- 
families for the winter. The other time they came 
with their wagons to carry off the crop, flung down 
the fence, waited a while, and then went off without 
it." 

'* Why did they do so ? " 

" I don't know." 

" I guess you prayed a little in those times," we 
replied. 

** Oh yes, we made steady business of it,^^ was the 
quiet answer. 

And was not this the secret of his security during 
those years of judgment, wrath and blood ? And 
shall we not learn hence to trust in Him who is 
mighty to deliver, and who has said, ''Because thou 
hast made the Lord, my refuge, even the Most High, 
thy habitation, there shall no evil befall thee, neither 
shall any plague come nigh thy dwelling " ? . 

" He who hath made his refuge God, 
ShaU find a most secure abode ; 
Shall walk all da}- In cooriiif^ shade, 
Aud there at night shall rest his head." 
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THE BANK OF HEAVEN. 

" What do you do with all your money. Electa? 
You must earn a good deal — what do you do with it ? " 
said old Mr. T., to his daughter one day. 

" I put it into the bank," was the quiet reply ; and 
the worldly old man seemed satisfied with her course, 
and went about his business ; — but he returned again 
after a little while, and with a puzzled expression on 
his face inquired, 

"What bank do you pui your money in? " 

"Ihe Bank of Heaven," was the triumphant re- 
sponse. 

."Tut! tut! that will never do," said the world- 
ling, — but aS' she was of age she followed her own 
convictions of duty, and though he has since died 
and left his hoards, she yet lives and rejoices in the 
Lord who is still her portion and reward. 

Speaking of the Bank of Heaven, we are reminded 
of Bro. W.'s story; and we may as well let Seth tell 
it himself, as follows: — 

"Many people think a great deal of thrusting ev- 
ery dollar they can get into the savings bank, * put- 
ting it by for a rainy day,' or laying it up *to support 
them in their old age.' And often in their eagerness 
to grasp for more, they lose all which they have 
accumulated. 

I knew a church a few years ago which had cer- 
tain funds out at interest, and one time there came a 
man from the West to borrow their money. He 
offered to pay them more than the lawful rate of in- 
terest, and they called a church meeting to see about 
it, and the money was loaned to the man to carry out 
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West, — and heca?Tied it 'Out West,'for they never 
saw any more of man or money, interest or principal. 

I do not think much of such modes of investment, 
and consequently have got no money laid up in the 
bank. But yet I have a little * put by for a rainy 
day.' Some years ago, when I embraced the gospel 
of Christ, after supplying the needs of my family, I 
put all the dollars I had into the Bank of Heaven ; — 
or in other words gave them to God's poor ser- 
vants who were proclaiming the gospel to the lost 
and perishing. 

One time, I well remember, T felt deeply impressed 
to send what money I had, which was but a dollar, 
to a brother who was poor, and who was trying to 
labor in the cause of God. I was not disobedient to 
the inward voice, and sent the money, though doubt- 
less I could have found ways enough to spend it for 
myself, had I tried. 

Some fourteen years have passed away, and I have 
become worn with toils and broken down in health, 
but lately I have received some benefit from the 
money thus invested in the Bank of Heaven. 

'^rhrough the hands of that brother to whom I sent 
the dollar, I have, in my infirmity and poverty, lately 
received a dividend of fifty-one dollars^ and I con- 
sider the bank good for as much more when needed. 

Let me ask the men of this world if thev ever 
found a bank that paid such a percentage of interest 
as that. And more than this. Heaven's Bank will 
never fail, nor will God's children ever run away 
with the money, nor thieves break through and steal 
it. The times are growing perilous. Evil men and 
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seducers wax wofl^c and worse. Every thing earthly 
is uncertain ; — and my advice to God's people is, — 

PUT YOUR MONEY IN THE BANK OF HEAVEN." 

We happen to know something about the depos- 
iting of that dollar in the safe bank. A poor man, 
just entering upon the ministry of the word, resided 
in a New England village, and had become greatly 
straitened and discouraged. One day he had not one 
cent with which to buy a dinner for himself and wife. 
Sad and dispirited, he walked out on the street, and 
something seemed to say, "Go to the post-oflBce." 

"What do I want to go to the post-office for?" 
thought he, "I have no friends who would write to 
me." He yielded, however, to the inward direction, 
and went, and in the post-office found a letter from 
Bro. W., almost asp poor as himself, inclosing a dollar. 
He took it, and with a thankful heart procured his 
daily bread, and gained fresh courage to go forward 
in the pilgrim's path. And when, after long years 
had passed, he met Bro. W., feeble, and worn, and 
dispirited, it was no cross nor burden, not only to 
give his mite, but also to lay his case before those 
who had ability to minister to his needs, and gather 
up something to cheer the heart of a way-worn trav- 
eler and help him onward through an enemy's land. 

In such unexpected ways does the Lord repay 
the loans of those who have placed their money in 
the bank of heaven. And those who trust Him most 
find the least occasion to regret their confidence. 
This bank never fails the Christian in the time of 
need; and it pays an hundred- fold in time, and com- 
pound interest to all eternity. 
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HELP FOR THE HELPLESS. 

During those years of terrible war, in whicli God 
was scourging this people for their sins, while his 
hand smote the nation for its crimes, it sustained 
the poor and needy, in the suflferings which thej 
were called to pass through. Often, while deprived 
of their natural protectors, the feeble and the help- 
less found mercy nnd grace in the sight of the Lord. 
A little boy, whose father was in the Confederate 
army, — leaving his family with nothing to depend 
upon but the scanty wages of a soldier, paid in a 
currency which depreciated till it was alnaost worth- 
less, — marking how many times in the hour of their 
extremity, the providence of God interposed to sup- 
ply their wants, said to his mother one day, 

'* Mother, I believe God always hears when we 
scrape the bottom of the barrel." And the experi- 
ence of that little boy was the experience of many 
others, both North and South. 

The following incident m illustration of this state- 
ment we give as related by an esteemed Christian 
friend, who loves to record the mercies of the Lord 
in her behalf: — 

'* About the month of January, 1863, I was living 
in D., in Connecticut, alone, with two little boys, one 
of them four years of age and the other about a 
year and a half old. My husband was away, in the 
United States service. When the coldest of the 
weather came, I was nearly out of wood. I went 
down into the street to try and obtain some, but tried 
for a long time in vain. As help was scarce, there 
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was but little wovxl coming into market, and those 
living on the main street would get all that came in, 
while those living outside the village could get none. 
I tried to buy a quarter of a cord of two or three 
merchants, but could not get any. One of them 
told me he could not get what he wanted for his own 
family. Another said he could not yoke up a team 
for so little ; and as I had but a dollar and seventy- 
five cents, I was unable to purchase more, and so 
had to go without. I went home with my little 
ones, feeling very sad ; and while sitting there, and 
meditating, the thought suddenly came to me, that 
the Lord withholds no good thing from those that 
love him. I went directly and asked the Lord for 
some wood; and I then went to the window, and 
waited, looking down the street, expecting to see the 
wood coming. After waiting a while, my faith be- 
gan to fail, for I think I had put the last stick of 
wood into the stove ; so I went and got the chil- 
dren's clothes, and some water and a towel, to wash 
and prepare them to go to the house of Brother E. B., 
a man of God who lived in a neighboring village, 
for I knew that I could stay there until the Lord 
sent the wood. 

I still kept looking down the street ; and before 1 
got the little ones washed, I saw the top of a great 
load of wood, coming towards my little house. I 
was then puzzled to know what to do about the pay, 
for I well knew that a dollar and seventy-five cents 
would not pay for all that wood. The two yoke of 
oxen came dragging the load up to the door, and I 
asked the man if there was not some mistake, and 
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told him that I had not money enough to pay for all 
that wood. He told me that the wood was paid for, 
and took off his cattle from the load, and took a hag 
of hay from the wagon, fed his oxen, called for an 
axe and saw, and went to work cutting up the wood. 

This was more than I could bear, and I began to 
cry like a baby. I was ashamed of my former 
life, and promised to live more faithfully henceforth. 
I thought I would never distrust the power of God 
again; for I knew he had an especial watch care 
over his children. I had asked for a little wood, 
and he had sent me a large load, all paid for; and 
then and there I learned to believe that precious 
promise, * If ye abide in me, and my words abide in 
you, y^ shall ask what ye will, and it shall be done 
unto you.' 

About six months after the wood came, I found 
out who paid for it. It was a good man, who heard 
me ask for a quarter of a cord of wood, and he 
knew I should have asked for more, if I had had 
money to pay for it. So he purchased and sent it to 
me, and waited for his pay, until the weather was 
warm, and I had opportunity to repay him his out- 
lay." 



HELP IN TIME OP NEED. 

Did you ever live in a great city, — a Babel of con- 
fusion, — a place where you might be hungry and sick- 
en and die, and your next neighbor would not kiK)vv 
it till he saw them carry in your coffin or carry out 
your corpse ? A place where kind men get imposed 
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upon by begging impostors till their hearts grow 
hard, and where shrinking, timid, honest people stay- 
in garrets and starve rather than endure the insults 
incident to beggary? A place where there are hosts 
of friends for the poor, but you do not know where 
they are, and, where there is no difficulty in finding 
plenty of the vicious and the vile? Were you ever 
there, penniless and friendless ? Perhaps you never 
were, and perhaps you never may be, but if you ever 
should be thus circumstanced, learn to trust in God. 

About the year 1835, when fires, and cliolera, and 
financial disaster had done their worst, and thrown 
the city into confusion, there resided ia New York a 
poor laborer. He was out of work, and tliat simple 
sentence tells of multiplied horrors in such a place. 
He had hitherto lived honestly and independent! v, 
and free from debt. Consequently he was unskilh^d 
in the arts of the dishonest, or the subterfuges of tlie 
poor. Unaccustomed to ask favors he knew not 
where to obtain them, and as he had neitlier employ- 
ment nor money he was in great distress. Food was 
gone, and a wife and family dej)endod on him for a 
breakfast, which he had no means of obtaining. 

But he was a Christian. His hope and confidence 
were in that God whom he had endeavored faithfully 
to serve; — and who ever trusted God in vain? lie 
went to his chamber and laid the case before the 
Lord, — he plead with earnestness the divine promises, 
and supplicated God for daily bread. For hours he 
continued there, until at length liis wife came to the 
door and said, " A gentleman wants to see you." He 
left the chamber and came into the room where he 
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found a stranger, wlio said, ^'I have a contract for la- 
bor in the prison at , and I wish to obtain an 

overseer for my hands. I want a steady, faithful and 
reliable hand. I am informed that you are well-fitted 
for the place. Now, name your terms, and if you 
wish money to settle up here, or to remove, there it 
is at your service." A bargain was quickly conclud- 
ed, and with a salary of $1000 per year he entered 
upon his duties. He prospered. His wages were in- 
creased; he rose to stations of profit and honor; he 
became in after years Mayor of the city where he 
still resides ; but in all his subsequent prosperity he 
never experienced a purer joy than on that day when 
he proved the faithfulness of God, the steadfastness 
of his promises, and the power of persevering prayer. 

This account I had from my friend, Mr. B , a 

relative of the gentleman referred to, and the state- 
ment may be relied upon as correct. 



POUR FOLD. 

In January, 1865, I was strongly impressed that it 
was my duty to give fifty dollars to help build a house 
for the worship of the Lord; and as I loved the Lord, 
I much desired to please him in this thing. 

At this time I was a widow, with a little child of 
six years old and another aged three, and had so little 
of this world's goods that I think three hundred dol- 
lars would cover my entire posessions. I had not 
the fifty dollars on hand, and knew of no way to get it, 
yet I felt that I must give it, and I finally went to the 
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Lord in prayer, and asked lilia to make duty plain, 
and if it was his will that I should give the fifty dol- 
lars, to send it to me in some way so that I should 
know that it was from Him, and I would devote it to 
build the house of prayer. 

Immediately my burden left me and I was free 
from further care or anxiety in the matter. Some 
two weeks passed, and on going to the post-office one 
day I found a letter from the War Department, con- 
taining fifty dollars. I well knew that tliis money was 
the Lord's, and without conferring with flesh and blood 
I gave it to its rightful owner without delay. 

At this time I owned a little cottage in D — ifor 
which I paid three hundred and forty dollars. I had 
made some repairs on the house, and was owing some 
money for it, and I concluded that I had better sell 
the place and procure some employment by which I 
might earn my living. Accordingly I oflfered the 
place for sale for five hundred dollars. No purchaser 
came, and I gave up all expectation of selling it at 
that price, and rented it to a family for the year. 

Within two weeks after I gave the Lord the fifty 
dollars, a man came to buy ray place. I told him I 
had given up selling it for the present, and had rented 
it to a family for a year. He told me he would give 
me six hundred and fifty dollars for the place, and 
allow me the use of it during the year. I sold it to 
him for six hundred and fifty dollars ; the rent brought 
me in fifty dollars more ; so I got two hundred dol- 
lars more than I asked for the place, and the interest 
on the six hundred and fifty dollars besides. Thus I 
received more than four-fold interest, or nearly five 
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dollars for o;i<.*li one of thj fifty that I lent to the Lord. 
I have come to the conclusion that one reason why 
there arc so many poor Christians is because they will 
not trust in the Lord enough to lend him his own 
property. I have learned by blessed experience to 
trust under all circumstances the gracious care of One 
who has never failed or forsaken me ; and I believe 
that if we delight in the Lord every desire of our 
hearts will be gratified. He has said, " Give and it 
shall be given to you again, good measure, shaken 
together, pressed down, and running over." b-'*^- 



THE BLANKET SHAWL. 

A few years since it was our privilege to spend an 
hour by the fireside of the late P. P. Stewart, whose 
name, in characters as enduring as iron, is "a household 
word '' in many thousands of families. But though wide- 
ly known as a public benefactor through important in- 
ventions, he has a more precious record in the memory 
of the children of God, and also we trust in the Lamb's 
book of life, among those who have been devoted to the 
heavenly Master's work. 

After an apprenticeship of seven years to a saddler, 
he offered himself about the year 1819 as a missionaiy 
to the American Board, and was sent by them among the 
Indians on our western border, where he labored as a 
teacher of the boys, in school, and on the farm ; as an 
expounder of the Scriptures ; and as steward of the mis- 
sion-family, of between one and two hundred souls. 
Three years devoted to these arduous labors impaired 
his somewhat delicate constitution, and he returned to 
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he home of his childhood for repose, still acting as an 
igent of the Board, collecting funds, and circulating 
publications, and trying to secure the service of some 
younger persons as assistants for the western missiona- 
ries, who had long borne the burden and heat of the day 
b the wild frontier settlements. Five teachers and 
helpers accompanied him back to the mission, one of 
^hom afterwards became the life-long partner of his 
sorrows and his joys. 

The exhausting labors of the mission-work, and the 
enervating influences of the climate, so affected the 
lealth of his wife, that about three years after their 
Qarriage, he was obliged to return to his early home to 
ave her life. From the commencement of his appren- 
Lceship, in 1812, to 1830, the year of his return, he had 
Bceived no compensation for his labor, having refused 
loneys which were offered him by the American Board, 
nd rendered his services a free-will offering to the Lord, 
ho had bought him with his blood. While watching 
^er his invalid wife, he gave his attention to study, 
ith the view of preaching the gospel in the great and 
amished West, that was tlien calling for men to break 
them the bread of life. But pulmonary weaknesses, 
ttid the fact that he was *' slow of speech, and of a slow 
loi^e," led him to conclude that it might be better for 
kim to turn his attention to something: that would enable 
Mm to aid others in their work, and so preach by proxy 
4e Gospel of Christ. He accordingly went West, and 
ID connection with others aided in founding the village 
^d College of Oberlin, Ohio, where so many ministers 
8Dd missionaries have been trained for service in the 
^yard of the Lord. 
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In 1836, leaving affairs at Oberlin in the hands of 
competent men, he returned to his home again, weary 
and worn, and literally penniless, but still filled with 
the desire to do something that would tell for the good 
of men, and secure means to help forward the work at 
Oberlin ; and in less than ten years he contributed of 
his earnings for that purpose not far from five thousand 
dollars ; and this, too, while he had not a carpet on his 
own floor, nor furniture, except for the kitchen. 

Engaging in business pursuits, he from that time to 
the close of a long and prosperous life, devoted his 
increasing income to woits of mercy and benevolence, 
leaving behind blessed memories in many weary heartf). 

As we sat by the fireside, and talked of the goodness 
of God's guiding hand, his wife related the following 
incident, illustrating Grod's faithfulness to them in their 
early days of poverty and trust : — 

" During the first year after Mr. Stewart turned his 
attention to secular pursuits, we were living in an 
alley, up stairs. In the tenement beneath us was a 
woman who took in washing for a living. This woman 
wished to take a journey, and I craved the privilege of 
doing her washing while she was absent, thus retaining 
her customers for her on her return. For a long time 
previous to this, my own and my husband's board had 
cost us less than thirty-seven and one-half cents a week, 
and it was some time since our clothing had. been replen- 
ished. I needed a shawl, and as a running sore on my 
right thumb prevented my sewing, knitting, and doing 
other kinds of work to aid in procuring things needful, I 
thought this a favorable opportunity to earn a little 
money, wi^h a view to supply myself with the wished 



TALES OF TEUST. 79 

for axticle. Accordingly the money received for this 
washing was laid by for that purpose. 

" In the mean time, I had noticed that three little girls 
belonging to our Sunday-school, were running in the 
streets during the week, because their parents were not 
able to send them to school and pay the dollar required 
for their tuition during the term. I thought it a pity 
that the children should be deprived of schooling. I 
told them to go to school, and when the quarter was out, 
if their parents were not able to pay, to bring the bills 
to me. In the course! of time the bills came. Two of 
the children had attended the whole quarter, and one 
had been sick, and attended but half a quarter ; so the 
three bills took just two dollars and fifty cents — every 
sent I had been able to lay by to purchase my shawl. 
[t was given, however, heartily, as unto the Lord. 

" Not long after this, as cold weather approached, a 
Eriend called and informed us that there was a large 
package for us at the steam-boat office. This was before 
the days of express companies. Mr. Stewart went down 
to the landing, and got the parcel, and very soon brought 
it in. We commenced unwinding it, for it was very in- 
geniously wrapped round and roimd. First, we unrolled 
a bed-quilt ; next quilts, pieced, but not quilted ; next, 
bedding ; then, wearing apparel ; and finally, a paper 
parcel, tied up very securely. We cut the cords, and 
removed the covering, when lo ! a blanket shawl, just 
such an one as I had hoped to buy, fell out. We open- 
ed it, and spread it out, when a smaller roll, concealed 
in one comer, attracted our attention. We disengaged 
this from the shawl, and on opening it, found two dol- 
lars and fiifty cents, just the amount I had laid aside 
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for the shawl, but used to pay the three little girls' tui- 
tion. The feelings of our hearts need not be described. 
We were reminded of that most precious promise of 
Scripture, which I fear we do not more than half believe, 
* Give, and it shall be given unto you, good measure, 
pressed down, and shaken together, and running over, 
shall men give into your bosom.' And another, * He 
that hath pity on the poor lendeth unto the Lord ; and 
that which he hath given will he pay him again.' " 



PROFITABLE GIVING. 

The Bible Society'a Record tells of a collector who 
called upon a man for his contribution to the Bible cause. 
He was not a wealthy man, but did his own work on the 
farm. He looked over his books and said his contribution 
would be seventy dollars. 

" Why this remarkable benevolence ? " said the collec- 
tor. He replied, " Six years ago I felt I was not giving 
enough to the Lord, so I resolved to give in proportion to 
his blessings, and I hit upon this plan : I will give five 
cents for every bushel of wheat I raise, three cents for 
every bushel of oats, barley, etc., ten per cent for the 
wool, butter, etc., that I sell. The first year I gave 
twenty dollars, the- second thirty-five, the third forty- 
seven, the fourth forty-nine, the fifth fifty-nine, and this 
year my Bible contribution is seventy dollars. For 
twenty years previous, my doctor's bills had not been 
less than twenty dollars a year, but for the last six years 
they have not exceeded two dollars a year. I tell you, 
* there is that scattereth and yet increaseth,' and * the 
liberal soul shall be made fat.' " 
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FATHER MOSES. 

The old-time residents in Portsmouth, N. H., will 
remember that, a few years ago, there lived in that place 
a man of small stature, mild of speech, Moses by name, 
and the very soul of meekness by nature, who, though in 
bodily presence weak, was yet a Christian, every inch 
of him. Among his near friends was brother Goss, 
another pilgrim of the ancient stamp, who lived on 
an island a few miles distant, and came into Portsmouth 
once in a while, to visit the brethren there and enjoy 
that fellowship with saints which is so sweet to the 
believing heart. 

On one of these occasions he stoppled with Father 
Moses ; and in the morning after a season of prayer, 
they started out to call upon some of those of like 
precious faith. In the course of their visiting, they 
called upon an aged sister, who was in feeble health, 
rich in faith, but exceedingly poor in this world. After 
a pleasant interview, and a little time spent in prayer, 
father Moses walked the floor in silence a few moments, 
and then went to the aged sister, and placed in her hand 
a half pistareen, worth some eight or ten cents, saying, 

" Sister Clark, I believe the Lord wants me to leave 
this with you." 

She accepted the gift with gratitude, and the visitors 
went their way, and reached home just before noon. 
When they arrived, father Moses' wife asked him to go 
out and get some bread for dinner. 

" I could, my dear," said the good man, " but I have 
no money." 

" Where is that half pistareen you had this morning?" 

" I lent it to the Lord," he quietly replied. 
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" Why, Mr. Moses," she said, ahnost reproachfully, 
" you know that is all the money we had, and brother 
(Joss is here, and I have nothing for dinner." 

Father Moses did not appear much disturbed, but 
seemed disposed to trust in the Lord, and wait on him 
for the dinner ; but they had not waited many minutes 
when a large basket of provisions, all ready for the table, 
was sent them by the wealthy and aristocratic Dr. Haven 

The family had expected a large party of guests, 
and were by some means disappointed about their 
coming; and thus father Moses' wants were suppUed . 
for many days ; and they ate their dinner with grateful 
hearts, rejoicing in the Lord, having gained a new illus- 
tration of the truth of that Scripture which declares 
that " He that hath pity upon the poor lendetn to the 
Lord ; and that which he hath given will he pay him 
again." 



THE WONDERS OF PRAYER. 

" Abraham's servant prays — Rebekah appears. Jacob 
wrestles and prays, and prevails with Christ — ^Esau's 
mind is wonderfully turned from the revengeful purposes 
he had harbored for twenty years. Moses prays — Ama- 
lek is discomfited. Joshua prays — Achan is discovered. 
Hannah prays — Samuel is bom. David prays — ^Ahitho- 
phel han^s Limself. Asa prays — a victory is gained. 
Jehoshaphat cries unto God — God turns away his foes. 
Isaiah and Hezekiah pray — one hundred and eighty-five 
thousand Assyrians are dead in twelve hours. Daniel 
prays — the seventy weeks are revealed. Mordecai and 
Esther fast — Haman is hanged on his own gallows in 
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three days. Elijah prays — ^a drouth of three years 
succeeds. Elisha prays — a child's soul comes back; 
for prayer reaches eternity. The church prays ardently 
— Peter is delivered by an angel." 



THE DISARMED ROBBER. 

In early life, says a correspondent of the New York 
Sun, Samuel J. May was settled over a small parish in 
Brooklyn, Conn., and rode in a one-horse chaise about the 
country. Having prepared for a day's journey for an 
exchange, he was advised by a neighbor not to go alone, 
as foot-pads infested the road he was to take. He 
heeded not the advice, and, when a few miles out of the 
village he saw a man jump over a low fence, out of a 
thick wood, he said to himself, "Mine enemy is upon 
me." When he overtook the man he stopped and said, 
cheerily, " Good morning, my friend ; I have an empty 
seat — will you not share it with me?" They had a 
long ride, and a long talk, — Mr. May giving his passenger 
a great deal of good moral advice by the way. As they 
neared the point of Mr. May's destination he said : "I 
am a minister, and shall preach in the next village to- 
morrow, and, if you would like to hear me, I am sure 
the friends who are expecting me will entertain you." 
The man declined the invitation with apparent confusion, 
and when they alighted from the vehicle, said he would 
like to speak with Mr. May a few moments. When 
alone he grasped Mr. M.'s hand, looked him squarely in 
the face, and said : "I must not part with you without 
confessing that when I sprang into the road, I intended 
to blow your brains out, steal your horse and carriage^ 
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your watch and coat, and escape." "Oh, yes," said Mr. 
May, very pleasantly ; "I knew that. I was warned 
against foot-pads on the road this morning, and felt sure 
you were armed when I asked you to ride with me." 
"You are a noble, brave Christian man," said the lob- 
ber, with great feeling. " Your counsel to-day has sunk 
deep into my heart, and I hereby promise you solemnly 
I will henceforth lead a temperate and blameless life." 
The promise was kept. There had been a correspon- 
dence between them for more than thirty years when 
Mr. May told us the story. No one but their Maker 
knew their secret. The repentant man prospered, and, 
if he is living, will but add one more to the thousands 
who weep his benefactor. 



THE SEOEET OF STJOOESS. 

" Will you please tell me the secret of your success ? " 
said Dr. Todd one day to a wealthy paper maker, who 
had been showing him his extensive manufactory. 
" You tell me you began life with nothing." 

" I don't know as there is any secret about it," replied 
the manufacturer : — " When sixteen years old I went to 
S. to work. I was to receive forty dollars a year and 
my food — no more, no less. My clothing and all my 
expenses must come out of the forty dollars. I then 
solemnly promised the Lord that I would give liim one- 
tenth of my wages, and also that I would save another 
tenth for future capital. This resolution I carried out, 
and after laying aside one-tenth for the Lord, I had at 
the end of the year much more than a tenth for myself. 
I then promised the Lord that, whether he gave me 
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more or less, I would never give less than one-tenth to 
him. To this vow I have conscientiously adhered from 
that day to this ; and if there be any secret to my suc- 
cess, I attribute it to this. I feel sure I am far richer 
on my nine-tenths, though I hope I do not now limit my 
charities to one-tenth, than if I had kept the whole.'' 

" How do you account for it ?" 

" In two ways : first, I believe God has blessed me, and 
made my business to prosper; and secondly, I have 
learned to be so careful and economical that my nine- 
tenths go far beyond what the whole would, were I other- 
wise. And I believe that any man who will make the 
trial will find it so." 

THE GOD OF THE FATHERLESS. 

" Leave thy fatherless children with me," said the 
Lord to his trusting ones, in ancient times. " A Father 
of the fatherless, and a Judge of widows is God, in his 
holy habitation." Times without number has he proved 
his faithfulness as the Hope of the disconsolate, and the 
Helper of the helpless. And while many have worn 
out their lives in anxious toil, seeking to lay up riches 
for their children, and have either failed in their object, 
or have left behind them wealth that has proved a curse 
and a snare, — the destruction, both to soul and body 
to its inheritors — those who have faithfully performed 
the daily duties of common life, serving their generation 
by the will of God, content to be poor, and leaving their 
families to the care of a faithful Creator, have proved 
Aat his .promi:;e3 are true, and that he shows mercy to 
them that fear him, and keep his commandments, even 
to the third and fourth generation. 
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**I have known," saj^s an English writer, ** won- 
derful proofs of the faithfulness of the Lord in an- 
swering the prayers of parents who left young and 
helpless families behind. A friend of mine in the 
west of England, a faithful, laborious minister, who, 
I believe, never was master of tivo pounds at a time, 
was dying. His friends advised him to make his 
will. He replied, 'I have nothing to leave but my 
wife and children, and I leave them to the care of 
my gracious God.' Soon after this he died happily. 
But there appeared no prospect of support for his 
family at this time. The Lord, however, so stuTod 
up a man, who had always despised his preaching, 
to feel for the deceased minister's poor, destitute 
family, that he was' the means of £1,600 being raised 
by subscription for them ; and the clergy of Exeter, 
who had never countenanced his preaching, gave his 
widow a house and garden for life, so that she lived 
in far greater plenty than in her husband's lifetime.'^ 

Why was all this ? It was in answer to the prayers 
of the good man, who committed his wife and family 
to that God who could supply all their needs, and 
who, he knew, was able to open the doors of relief 
for them. 



COMPOUND INTEREST GIVEN. 

I know a rich merchant in St. Petersburg who, 
his own cost, supported several native missionaries in 
India, and gave like a prince, to the cause of God at 
home. I asked him one day how he could do it. He 
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)lied, "When I sei^ved the devil, I did it on a large 
lie, and at a princely expense; and when by His 
ice, God called me out of darkness, I resolved 
irist should have more than the devil had had. 
it how I can give so much — 3^ou must ask God 
10 enables me to give it. At my conversion I told 
e Lord that his cause should have a part of all that 
Y business brought me. That year my business 
ought me in double what it did the year before ; so 
at I can, and do, double my gifts in his cause." 

"A man there was, some called him mad ; 
The more he cast away, the more he had." 

**There is that scattereth, and yet increaseth ; and 
ere is that withholdeth more than is meet, but it 
adeth to poverty." God will be debtor to no one. 
e pays compound interest for all that by faith is 
it into his bank, w^hile those who rob God in tithes 
d offerings, find poverty and loss as their reward. 



LENDING TO THE LOED. 

J. Pawson, one of the early Methodist preachers, 
lates the following anecdote of Mr. Howell Harris : 
In the year 1763, Mr. Howell Harris attended our 
)nference in London, held in the Chapel at Spital- 
Ids. He exhorted us to have faith in God, and to 
eak a word for him wherever we came, especially 
len we meet with anyone upon the road. "If I 
3et with a poor man," said he, ''I give him a 
l^enny , if I have one ; but I always consider that 
inau has a soul as well as a body, and therefore J 
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say something to him respecting his eternal salva- 
tion. And if I meet with a rich man, why should 
I be afraid of him? For anything I know, he may 
be worse than the beast he rides upon. Perhaps the 
beast carries the devil upon its back." I 

To encourage us to trust in God under all difficul- 
ties, he added, '*At one time, I had visited the poor 
and distressed, in one line or another, till I had 
contracted a debt of two hundred pounds. I bor- 
rowed the money of a friend, who, in a little time, 
wanted it for himself, and was under the necessity 
of desiring it to be returned. I was in very great 
distress, as I neither could pay the money myself, 
nor could I procure it from any one else. Being in 
this situation, I knelt down, and made my request 
known to my Saviour. I simply told him my 
trouble, and the cause of it. I said, * O Lord, thou 
knowest that I have not spent any part of this money 
upon myself; I have given the whole of it to thy 
servants, the sick and the poor, and thou hast said 
in thy Holy Word, <'He that hath pity upon the 
poor, lendeth unto the Lord, and that which he hath 
given will he pjiy him again." Now then, O Lord, 
I have lent thee two hundred pounds, and now I 
claim thy promise, and expect thee to repay me, as 
thou knowest that I am distressed for the want of 
it.' 

«< I had no sooner made my request known to our 
Saviour, but a gentleman farmer knocked at my 
door. Upon his coming into my house, he said, * Is 
not your name Harris?' I replied, * Yes, sir/ He 
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lid, ' Do not you visit and relieve the poor some- 
mes?' I answered, ' Yes, I do, when I have any- 
hing to relieve them with.' He replied, * Provi- 
lence has been very kind to me of late, and pros- 
)ered me very much ; here are two hundred pounds ; 
if you will be so kind' as to dispose of this sum for 
ne, I shall be obliged to you.' I returned the 
gentleman my sincere thanks, took the money, paid 
ay debts, and praised the Lord for his condescend- 
ig mercy and love." 



MARK THAT TEXT. 

**Mark that text," said Richard Adkins to his 
•andson Abel, who was reading to him the thirty- 
icond Psalm ; *' mark that text, ' He that trusteth 

the Lord, mercy shall compass him about.' I 
ad it in my youth and believed, and now I read it 

my old age, thank God, I know it to be true, 
h, it is a blessed thing, in the midst of the sor- 
tws of the world, to trust in the Lord I " 
Many a man has been reduced to want, and at the 
jry time of his greatest necessities the hand of the 
ord has been extended to relieve. Henry Venn, 
ithor of "The Complete Duty of Man," was once, 
I many of God's people have been, in great want. 
!e owed money, and had none to pay the debt, 
he creditor was importunate for the payment of the 
11. He had no resource left but with earnest 
ipplication, to make known his wants to God. 
nd mark the result, — ^while he was upon his knees, 
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a letter was brought inclosing a bank-note of £50) 
equal to two hundred and fifty dollars. He nev« 
found out the donor. But God sent it, sent it ia 
the time of his gi'eatest distress ; and his biograpte 
relates, that he was at length enabled to live in, 
continual reliance upon the care of Providence, and 
his wants were remarkably supplied. He continued 
to trust, and God continued to take care of him. 
And so it has been in thousands of instances. 

But the difficulty with many persons is, while 
they can trust in God whenever things look prosper- 
ous, yet in times of want they lose their faith; and 
then failing to trust, they are apt to do wi'ong by 
making use of sinful means of getting along. If 
these words come before the eyes of one who is 
hesitating, tliinking to live better by doing some- 
thing his conscience tells him is wrong, let him stop. 
God's arm is not shortened, that he cannot help 
you. Yea, he is pledged to help you. But if you 
take one false step, beware; you must then take 
another and another, and so you will be led away 
from your Father in heaven. Eemember the case 
of another clergyman in England, Dr. Dodd, who 
was condemned to death for committing forgery, 
and was upon the gallows. He made one ialse 
step when he was a minister, and this led on to 
others, until at last he died the death of a felon. 
He was in the habit of gathering his people 
in his own house for the purpose of prayer 
and family instruction ; but this exposed him to the 
reproach of some of his brethren in the ministry; 
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i in his own house he told the few who came 
gether to be benefitted, that ho was obliged to 
ve up that method of helping their souls, bocause 

exposed him to so much. His conscience told 
^to go on, fear bid him stop. He yielded, and so 
^ a ffood conscience. And then ho sunk lower 
^d lower until he committed forgery. 

Trust in God. Are your wants many? Does 
^ur family lack food? Continue to ti-ust. Keep « 
tive heart, and God will help you. 



A PEAYER ANSWERED. 

To go forth and do God's work, trusting wholly 
him, and relying only on His promises, may seem 
; madness in the eyes of worldly wisdom ; but the 
ieving Christian needs not to be told that where 
Lord guides, the Lord provides ; where he directs, 
protects. And that he has other means besides 
scription-papers and contribution-boxes to make 
d his purpose that *' they who preach the gospel 
11 live of the gospel," may be seen from the 
owing authentic statement of a simple fact which 
mtly occurred : 

^A stranger arrived not long ago in a large city, 
ing come there to preach Christ, trusting in Him 
) said, * Bread shall be given him, his waters shall 
sure.* Isa. xxxiii. 16. Very few were known 
11 ni there, and fewer still knew of his desire of 
aching the gospel of Jesus in its freeness, making 
wants known only to the Lord. 
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**A few weeks after his arrival, when walking odb 
Sunday afternoon to his appointed place of pread^; 

ing, he met with a brother, Mr. D , whom he hid 1 

seen l)cf()re, and who was now going to hear his] 
preach. As they walked on arm in arm, Mr. D — 
said, ' I hiivc been looking for you the last few dajB,' 
havhig wanted to see you. Were you not prayiiigj 
two days ago for something?' The preadtfj 
being silent, not wishing to make known hisneedf' 

Mr. D continued, * I know you have been pnj^l 

ing, for two days ago, sitting in my house, I felt tho^, 
oughly impressed that you wanted money, and i 
prepared this letter for you,' at the same time hand- 
ing him a sealed envelope. On his return homeib 
took it from his pocket ; there were three words oi 
the outside, — 'God is Love,' — and enclosed nu 
fifty dollars. I need scarcely add that the servant 
of God had been praying two days previously, whife 
at the same time the Lord put it into the heart of 
one of his children in another part of the city, to 
administer to his wants." 

Surely it is safe to trust in the Lord, for He whose 
ancient servants, sent out without purse or scripi 
could joyfully testify that they lacked nothing, is as 
mindful to-day as he then was of the wants of those 
who for liis name's sake have gone forth, '^takiog 
nothing of the Gentiles ;" and he yet has servants 
not a few, who believe with John that we ''ought 
to receive such, that we might be fellow-helpers to 
the truth,'' and who stand ready, like Gaius, to 
bring them ''forward on their journey after a godly 



TALES OF TRtJSt. 98 

sort ^ (3 John 6-8) , while they fulfill their ministry. 
It is true that the present system of sectarian 
separation tends to subvert all this. Multitudes are 
so wedded to their sect that they must support every 
man and measure connected with it, though the men, 
sometimes, may be worthless cumberers of the 
ground, and the measures schemes of worldliness and 
godless wasting. Hence if Demas, Baalam, Alex- 
ander the coppersmith, or Judas Iscariot can only 
find which is the richest party, and establish them- 
selves in good and regular standing there, their 
bread is sure, for '' we must support our preacher, 
you know ! " And thus the slaves of sectarianism 
might let Paul or Apollos or the beloved John go 
bai'efoot and hungry, simply because they had sub- 
scribed all they were able to give, to buy Simon 
Magus a new suit of clothes, or Ely mas, the sor- 
cerer, a fast horse. 



THE LITTLE PRAYEE. 

One of the many keen trials to which a good man 
is sometimes subject, when doing his best to pay 
what he owes, and fighting hand to hand with his 
difficulties, is when he is suspected by those whose 
good opinion he values, and sees, or imagines he 
sees, a change in their conduct towards him. Oh I 
how deeply this pains his honest mind ; how sensitive 
he then becomes. A look, or a word, which at 
other times would have passed unnoticed, now 
almost breaks his heart. And when that good man 
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is an office-bearer in the church — ^it im 
preacher — and has to give his creditors 
instead of sovereigns, prayers instead of 
because his income is too small, or his una 
difficulties too great; — such a man will oft 
earnest soul, have to use the little prayer, 
help mc." 

Many of the inhabitants of Manchester, ] 
J I and the surrounding towns, will remember a 

old minister, with a red, round, pleasan 
HJ countenance, a bald head, and who often 

in a velvet skull-cap. He was a man of ve 
^'3 iar views, but almost unequaled in his desci 

Christian experience. This man once pre 
|i I Eochdale, from the text, '* Lord, help me." 

read his text, he took off his spectacles, ar 
-] usual deliberate way, looked round on the c 

^^ - tion, saying : — 

" Friends, by way of introduction, I will 
how I got this text ; and if you will ali( 
speak in the first person, I can tell you 
JjS saying I, than he. 

"Well, then, before I was fully devote« 
.-^ ministry, I was in business, and, as most 

^\ X men do, I worked a little on credit. Wlic 

='J:1 up business, and settled as a preacher and i 

h ,.p a congregation, I was owing several sums of 

'i.l ij 1 _ 'j J^ . 
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see what I can do for you next Monday.' He called 
on the .Monday, but I had not got the money. He 
was rather cross with me, saying I had no business 
to promise, except I intended to perform. This 
observation roused my pride, and I told him that I 
would pay him on the coming Monday. He went 
away in a rage, saying he hoped I would. 

' * I set out the following day to see some of my 
debtors, not fearing but I could raise the twenty 
pounds; but I did not get one farthing. *! tried 
others, but with the same success. I then put down 
on a sheet of paper the names of several of my 
friends, certain that I could bon'ow twenty pounds 
from any one of them. But, to my utter amaze- 
ment, I was mistaken. All of, them could sympa- 
thize with me a deal better than lend me anything ; 
and I began to find it out, that if a man wants to 
find out how many friends he has, he had better try 
to borrow some money. 

' ' The next day I made out another list of names of 
those not so well able to help me as the former, for 
I thought, if I can get five pounds here, and five 
pounds there, I shall be able to raise it all. I trav- 
eled many miles on nay eri'and, spending a whole 
day, but returned in^the evening without one penny. 
I began to ask myself, ' How is this, that I, a 
respectable man, and, as some people say, a popular 
preacher, cannot, in the whole of my acquaintance, 
borrow twenty pounds ? I thought I had as many 
friends as most men, but now I cannot find one 
that will trust me twenty pounds.* My prido 
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got a terrible shake, and I felt very little ii 
** Friday came, and my spirits Avere sinkii 
could not tell which way to turn. I had pre 
to pay, and was very anxious to fulfill my pr( 
for good reasons — my honor and veracity as i 
ister of the gospel were at stake. I feared ti 
did not pay the man, he would send me the h 
and for a parson to have the bailiffs, woulc 
terrible disgi'ace. I read the seventy-third 
that morning at family worship, for I thought 
nearest mj'' ease — the mournful portions of 
Word best agreeing with the feelings of 
mourning people. I began to look out texts 
Sunday, but I could find none, for I could tl 
nothing but twenty pounds. I tried to read, 
was no use ; the twenty pounds covered J 
letters. Twenty pounds seemed written on 
thing, — on the ceiling, on the walls, in the i 
my dinner-plates, on the faces of my wife ac 
dren, — and the whole of that day was a 
morbid depression of spirits. I was really mis 
* ' Saturday morning came, and I rose from a 
less bed. I ate very little breakfast ; and t 
prayer I was so overcome with my feelings, t 
wife asked me if I was poorly, or in trouble. 
I replied, * I am in trouble enough ; ' and thei 
her all about the cause of my sorrow. S! 
silent for a few minutes, and then said, ' Yo 
often talked and preached about the power o 
I think you will now need some yourself.' ] 
said this, she rose from her chair, and went i 
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amongst her pots and kettles. She was evidently 
moii:ified because I had been refused the money b}' 
thojic she had considered our friends. 

'*My wife is a good Christian woman, but she 
thinks works are the best evidence of faith, both in 
preacher and people. 

"Saturday was spent much as Friday had been. I 
was in a state of torpor until evening. I then, with 
a heavy heart, went up stairs into a little room I 
called my study ; for I had three times to preach on 
the Sunday, and no text; twenty pounds to pay on 
the ^Monday, and no money. What was 1 to do? 
For a long time I sat with my face buried in my 
hands, and then I fell on my knees, and I believe 
I said, 'Lord, help me,' a hundred times, for 1 
could say nothing but, ' Lord, help me ; Lord, help 
me.' While praying, I felt an impression that these 
words might serve me for one text, and, as Sunday 
came before Monday, I began to prepare, as well as 
I could, for the Sunday work ; but no other text 
could I think of but, ' Lord, help me.' 

* ' "While preaching on the Sunday morning, I had 
so many thoughts and illustrations, arising out of 
the subject, that I felt gi-eat liberty in preaching. 
One of my illustrations was about a man 1 well 
knew, who was a deacon of a church, and had been 
an executor for two orphan children. He was 
tempted to make use of the mcmey, and much of it 
Avas lost. This so preyed upon his mind that he 
]>e<rJin to drink. He lost his character, lost his 
peace of mind, and died with the reputation of a 
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" JNOon came ; nut my sermon was not 
1 i)ix;iicLed tVoin it again in the afternoon, 
in the evening ; and I felt that I could havi 
from it !i week. So, yuu see, the Lord 1 
through my work on the Sundsiy ; and I in 
would, 8ome way, help me through the Mt 

"After finishing the night's service, wht 
the Itiittom of the pulpit stairs, a young r 
there, witli his hat in his hand, wishing to 
private. I took him into the vestry, and 
his errand, expecting it would be sometb 
his soul. For.several minutes we were bi 
but at length he said ; — 

" ' You knew my mother, Mr. Gadsby? 

" I looked hira in the face, saying, ' Sur 
but I did not know you at first sight.' 

" 'Well, sir, when she died, she left 
money — in fact, all she had, except tHo si 
she wished me to give ; one sum of five pt 
poor old woman of her acquaintance ; and 
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knew, I resolved never to give you the twenty. But 
while you were talking about the roguish executor 
this morning, I felt thunderstruck, aud I have now 
brought you the twenty pounds. Here it is ; do 
take it, and do forgive me.' 

*'It was now my turn to be thunderstruck. I 
was amazed ; and while the young man was putting 
the twenty sovereigns into my hand, I trembled all 
over. God had heard my prayer; he liad helped 
me through the Sunday, and sent me twenty pounds 
for the Monday. It was mine, and I took it. I 
shpok the young man by the hand, and, without 
putting the money into my pocket, I went quickly 
home, and spread it out on the table before my 
wife, saying, * Here it is ; here it is ! I now see 
how it was that I could not borrow the money. 
God knew where it was, and he has sent me the 
twenty pounds, and delivered me out of my trouble. 
He has heard my prayer, and helped me, and I will 
trust him and praise him as long as I live.' 

''Oh! my dear friends, when that little prayer, 
'Lord, help me,' comes from the heart of one of 
God's children in distress, neither men, devils, nor 
angels can tell its power. It has brought me 
thousands of blessings besides the twenty pouiids." 



A SAFE INVESTMENT. 

Money put into the Lord's cause is well invested. 
It is not only safe, but those who speak from expe- 
rience can often give testimony to God's faithfulness 
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in rcpaj'ing with abundant interest what has thus 
been lent to him. 

Meeting recently with a " l)e loved physician," 
who is also ji laborer in the *' gospel of God," 
we listened with much interest to his account of an 
incident in his own experience, which we recorJ 
with the hope that it may ])e of blessing to other 
heails. 

Called in the providence of God to labor with a 
little ])and of believers who had no place of Avorship 
which they could call their own, it was laid upon 

Dr. II 's heart, that the Lord would have them 

build a house to his name. From a human stand- 
point, this seemed almost like a hopeless under- 
taking. The land and materials were to be pur- 
chased, the work to be paid for, and the people 

were few and feeble ; but Dr. H believed tlie 

Lord called to this service, so, consecrating his own 
means, and going forth in faith and zeal, he soon 
saw othei' hearts engaged, other hands extended to 
help, and other pocket-books consecrated. 

God's ])lessin2: attended the work undertaken for 
his glory. Land was obtained and paid for; mate- 
rials wei'e procured ; helpers presented themselves ; 
and erelong a pleasant and commodious house was 
erected, where the Lord's children could assemble 
for his public worship. 

When all was finished. Dr. H found that he 

. had invested of his own means, seven hundred 
dollars. 

But this was not the end. In a distant city a 
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noted gambler had lived and sinned and grown rich 
and died, leaving his ill-gotten millions to his heirs. 
-fVniong these heirs was a lady who, about this time, 
visited the city which was the scene ot* Dr. H- — — 's 
labors. Attending: divine service one evenin«: in the 
new church, she listened to a sermon which, she 
remarked to a friend, was "worth a hundred dol- 
lars " to her. Meeting the doctor soon afterwards, 
she made a similar remark to him, and gave him a 
hnndred-doUar bank-note. 

A few evenings later she again met him, and, 
after some conversation, told him she had something 
which she felt the Lord would have her give him. 
saying, as she handed him a little roll, '' This is for 
von." When he came to examine the roll, it was 
found to contain three hundred dollars. 

Yet again the doctor met this lady, and as they 
were seated near each other at a table, she passed 
something to him under the table, which he received, 
and which, likewise, proved to be three hundred 
dollars. Here was the seven hundred dollars all 
returned by one individual, and she a stranger ! 

This was the principal, but how about the 
interest ? 

Among Dr. H 's patrons were a destitute 

familv whose bill for medical attendance had ofrown 
so large that he had ceased to keep any account of 
his services, as he never expected to receive any 
pecuniary return. The mother and two daughters 
of this family were among the heirs of the dead 
gambler, and when they received their fortune, they 
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;l^kocl for ilieir pliysicimrs bill. It amounted tomiB 
hun fired and fifty dollars. When the mother paid 
it, she jidded a fifty-dollar bill, saying, *' I makeyoi 
a present of this." One of the daughters imme- 
diately stepped forward with a similar Avord and th 
same amount, and the other daughter followed wi4 
another tifty-dollar bill — making three hundred iA' 
lars from this family, where he had never expected 
to receive anything. 

The wise man has said, ** God giveth to a matt 
that is good in his sight; wisdom and knowledgi 
and joy ; but to the sinner he giveth travail, io 
gather, and to heap up, that he may give to him 
that is fi^ood before God." From this ffamblert 
hoarded wealth, the unsatisfying wages of long yean 
of sin, had come one thousand dollars to help and 
bless this servant of God in h:s self-denying work; 
and to assure him how safe it is to follow divine 
direction, and to consecrate all to Him who makes 
us only stewards of his bounty. 



A REMARKABLE PROVIDENCE. 

A poor woman, who had been washing for us, 
said : ' ' Seems as if the Lord took very direct ways 
to reach people's feelings, sometimes. Now, I was 
astonished once in my life. 1 lived away out West, 
on the prairie, me and my four children, and I 
couldn't get much work to do, and our little stock 
kept getting lower and lower. One night we sat 
hovering over our fire, and I was gloomy enough. 
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liere was about a pint of coru meal iu llic Louse, 
ad that was all. I said, ' Well, children, may be 
le Lord will provide something.' ' I do hope it 
ill be a good mess of potatoes,^ said cheery little 
Tell ; « seems to me I was never so hungrj' for 
aters before.' After they were all asleep, I lay 
liere tossing over my hard bed, and wondering 
rbat I would do next. All at once the sweetest 
>eace and rest came over me, and I sunk into such a 
;ood sleep. Next morning I was planning that I 
should make the tin full of meal into a mush, and fry 
it in a greasy fiying-pan, in which oiu: last meat 
had been fried. As I opened the door to go down 
to the brook to wash, I saw something new. There 
on the bench, beside the door, stood two wooden 
pails and a sack. One pail was full of meat, the 
other full of potatoes, and the sack filled with flour. 
I brought my hands together in my joy, and just 
hurrahed for the children to come. Little dears ! 
Fhey didn't think of trousers and frocks then, but 
jame out all of a flutter, like a flock of quails. 
Their joy was supreme. They knew the Lord had 
ent some of his angels with the sack and pails. 
)h, it was such a precious gift! I washed the 
mpty pails, and put the empty sack in one of them, 
nd at night I stood them on the bench where I had 
)und them, and the next morning they were gone, 
tried and tried to find out who had befriended us, 
ut I never could. The Lord never seemed so far 
[F after that time," said the poor woman, looking 
own with tearful eyes. 
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THE PHYSICIAN'S STORY. 

I liavo hoard a young physician of my acquaintance 
\vh\Uy th'.' following •story al)out the way in which he 
was led to know the Lord : 

*'I tried to ])e an atheist, but was compelled to 
l)olievo in a Supreme Being; but I rejected the God 
of the Bible. For a year or more, I was called to 
stay by the side of the sick-bed of my mother, who 
died of consumption. 

"The ministerial duties of my father led him away 
from home nmch of the time. Like the families of 
many of God's ministers, w^e were frequently much 
I'educed in teniporal things, often having nothing in 
the house to eat but corn meal and bacon. But my 
mother had learned where to go in time of need, and 
as I watched beside her bed, I would often hoar her 
voice in prayer, asking her Father for something 
suitable for lu'.r to eat ; and never once did she fail to 
irct it. A tray of just such things as a sick person 
needed would be sent her. So frequent was this, 
that I was compelled to believe in a God who heard 
])raycr. 

"Thre.e weeks before she died, she suffered 
greatly. She asked the Lord for one hour's freedom 
from pain before she died. The hour came. She 
told the friends she had but an hour more to live, 
bade us all good-bye, and just one hour from the 
time she told us, she died. My infidelity could not 
stand such evidence as this, and I could only fall at 
the feet of Him who loved us well enough to take 
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our place upon the cross, und sulier iu our stcjid." 
This is the story as I heard it from the pliysiciun 
himself. How mighty is the intiuem'e <»f a true 
behever who lives and walks by faith ; and how won- 
derful the providence which can use the .sickness and 
poverty of a worn-out saint, to convict a skeptic of 
the error of his ways, and lead a wandering sinner 
home to God ! 



EEPAID IN KIND. 

A Christian family were burned out of house and 

home. Almost everything which they possesseci was 

swept away by the devouring flames, A lady, who 

had no personal acquaintance with tlu^m and i-esided 

in a distant city, felt that she might do something to 

evince her sympatly and render assistance^ in sui^h 

an emergency; but various circumstancc^s made it 

impracticable for her to do as she would gladly have 

done. Nevertheless she could not deny herself the 

blessing: of beins: n. sharer in the sorrows and losses 

of those she loved. Thou^jh she had not monev at 

hand, she had a bountiful supply of wearing apparel, 

and other useful articles, and from her stores she 

promptly made up a generous parcel, and sent it to 

the relief of the destitute people whose goods had 

fallen a prey to the flames ; studiously concealing her 

name, so that they had only the Lord to thank for 

the timely gift. 

Time passed, and misfortune and sickness came, 
and this generous giver found herself in need of the 
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very articles which she had so freely given. It would 
not be strange if, under such circumstances, a thought 
of the unwisdom of her generosity should intrude 
itself into her mind ; but she repelled the suggestion, 
and held fast her trust in the living God. 

About this time some relatives, returning from a 
journey, visited her, and having an abundance of just 
such articles as she needed, without any suggestion 
as to her necessities, freely gave her, not money nor 
cloth, but gannents ready made of the sa^ne kind 
as those she had given away so long before. She had 
lent to the Lord and the Lord had repaid the loan in 
kind; giving her just ivhat she wanted , and when she 
wanted it ; so encouraging her to trust in God and 
"lend, hoping for nothing again ;" looking to the Lord 
to supply all her needs according to his riches in gloiy. 



A SCOLDING WIFE CUEED. 

"Some years ago," says a recent writer, "it was 
my privilege to work as a district-visitor in one of 
our populous London parishes. In a cellar in one of 
the courts assigned me, lived a pious old soldier, who 
had lost one of his legs in fighting for his country. 
This, however, did not afflict him — ^no, nor yet his 
deep poverty, nor his dark, damp lodging; but his 
wife was ungodly, and this lay as a heavy burden on 
his heart. He had a trifling pension, which, with the 
scanty product of a mangle, scarcely sufficed for their 
maintenance ; they had fifteen pence a week to pay 
for the cellar, where rats ran over their wretched bed 
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at night. The jsimplc faith and piety of the old sol- 
dier at once won my heart ; I often visited him, to be 
refreshed and edified by his remarks while reading the 
word of God to him. 

**One morning the post brought me a letter from 
a friend to whom I had written about this aged couple. 
She had been interested with their history, and sent 
me five shillings in stamps, to be laid out for them as 
I might judge best. I set out at once to carry them 
the good news. In vain, however, did 1 stand at 
the top of the dark stairs that morning, and call aloud 

to Mrs. G to open the door, that I might find 

my way down. It was of no use ; she was scolding 
aloud, and was deaf to every other sound. I groped 
my way, and, making for the door, gave a loud rap, 

which brought Mrs. G 's voice to a momentary 

hush, and an expression of regret that she had not 
heard me. I replied that I was greatly surprised and 
troubled to find her scolding so loudly. 

** 'It is enough to provoke a saint' she said, 'to see 
him «:o on as he does.' 

<« *Oh, don't trouble the lady with them things,' 
said her husband ; 'let's have some of the words of 
God, for truly we need them this morning.' 

*'Mrs G , however, was not to be so silenced ; 

she would give vent to the anger that swelled her 
breast. I will relate her grievance in her own words. 

" 'Now here's a man for you, ma'am, without a 
bit of care for his wife ! The other day we had 
only one penny in the house, and I sent him to 
get in a bit of bread ; but instead of that, he goes 
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and gives it away to a tramp he knows nothing of!' 
"The old soldier looked deeply grieved, 'ilv 
dear lady,' he said, 'there are two ways of telliug 
every story ;' and then, with much emotion, he gave 
me his own version. It was very true, the penny 
was all they had ; and he was proceeding to the bak- 
er's, when a traveling man, with his wife and three 
children sitting on a door step, arrested his attention. 
He found that, like himself, they were natives of Scot- 
land, sick and hungry; he spoke to them words of 
consolation from the Bible, and found, to his joy, that 
they were fellow-believers in the Lord Jesus. On 
parting, he slipped his penny with a thankful heai-t 
into the hand of his afflicted brother. It was not 
until he had done so that he remembered with dark 
forebodings, 'What will wife say?' 

"Here Mrs. G interrupted him with an ex- 
clamation that 'He must be a pretty husband who 
would rob his Avife to give to a stranger ! ' 

" 'Let me finish,' said he, 'and you shall see, ma'am, 
how the Lord returned that little offering more than 
tenfold.' He then went on to relate, that, not daring 
to go l)ack empty-handed, he walked up and down, 
asking the Lord to supply his need — not for himself, 
for he was now no more hungry, but for his wife's 
sake. While walking to and fro , a gentleman in- 
quired the way to the post-office ; the soldier offered 
to show him the way ; and while walking together, 
the gentleman entered into conversation with him, 

and asked if he were not old G , whom he had 

known years ngo. G replied that he was ; upon 
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which the gentleman put a shiUing into his hand, and 
bade him God-speed. 

'' 'Now,' added this old Christian, 'is not our Mas- 
ter ever true to his word ; and does he not bless an 
hundred-fold all we do for his sake ? ' 

^'I was deeply touched with this narrative, and 
felt solemnly imj^ressed with the fact of God s indi- 
vidual providence, and with the wondrous links in 
that great chain of life, which reveal to those who 
look for them the unceasing care and love of flesus 
for his people. I recalled to mind, also, the letter 1 
had received that morning ; so I inquired Avhat was 
their present trouble. 

'^Here Mrs. G once more broke forth in com- 
plaints. The landlady had demanded their rent by 
twelve o'clock that day, as she had a i)aymcnt to 
make up. They had but a few half-pence in the house, 
and the old woman was for hastening ofl* her husi:and 
with some things from the mangle, which would bring 
them sixpence more. 'But I could not lict bin] to 
<ro !' exclaimed she ; ^he said he must first ask the 
Lord; so, instead of doing as I bid him, there he has 
been sitting over the Bible ; and as if he had not lost 
time enough already, he must needs go dovn on his 
knees^ and all my shaking and scolding him could not 
get him u}) till just before you came, and now it's 
within half an hour of twelve !' 

"G , I should have observed, was standing 

with his stick and hat in hand, and a bundle under 
his arm, when I came in, as if ready to go out. 

'« *How much do you owe?' I inquired. 
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'* 'Just five shillings,* replied she; *it's fifteen 
pence a week, as you know, ma'am, and it is just 
four weeks last Saturday.' 

''I said nothing, but opened the letter. I read to 
her that poi-tion which related to her husband, and 
then gave h4m the five shillings' worth of stamps. 

*'It was a moment never to be forgotten. The 
old man stood speechless with joy, with his beaming 
eyes lifted up in sweet thankfulness to his heavenly 

Father, while Mrs. G sunk down upon a chair, 

and, covering her face with her hands, wept tears of 
shame and sorrow. 

" 'May God forgive me 1' said she ;'Iam a wicked 
woman. Yes, I see it all now. I didn't believe it; 

but it's just as G read it out of that very Bible, 

not half an hour back: *'Before they call, I will 
answer." Oh, 1 didn't believe it — ^I didn't believe itl 
May God forgive me !' 

''God's love had at last melted her stubborn heart, 
and the overpowering sense of the fact, 'Thou, God, 
seest me ,' made her tremble with fear for her unbelief. 

"From this time a brighter day began to dawn 

upon old G 's night of sorrow. His wife, so long 

the hindcrer of his peace and the object of his agoniz- 
ing intercession^ would now often sit by his side v,hen 
he read the Bible, Avhich had become more needful to 
him than his daily bread, accompany him to church 
and to the school-room weekly lecture ; and when 1 
left the parish, I had the comfort of believing that 
this work in her heart was the work of the Holy 
Spirit.'' 
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A HAPPY MEETING. 

A son of Caesar Malan, minister of the gospel at 
Geneva, Switzerland, relates the following incident, 
which occurred when he was accompanying his 
father in one of his pedestrian excursions about the 
country : — 

After walking two hours we came to a little ham- 
let, where we stopped to take some coffee. While 
waiting for it to be prepared, my father perceived 
that the young woman who was making it ready, 
wiped her eyes from time to time^ith her apron. 

** You seem to be in affliction," he remarked. 

**Alas I sir," she replied, bursting into tears, *' I 
lost my poor husband but a few days ago, and I am 
very unhappy." 

My father, at once making room for her on the 
bench by his side, said: *'Come here, my poor 
woman, and let me speak to you of the consolations 
of the gospel." He had conversed with her but a 
short time when she interrupted him : 

'' Permit me, sir, to go and bring my friend Jean- 
nette ; she would be so pleased to hear you. She 
often talks to me in this beautiful manner." 

She soon returned with a young peiisant, and my 
friend and I went out of the house, leaving my 
father in onversation with the two women. 

Presently he opened the window, and asked us to 
accompany him a short distance to see Jeanne tte's 
father, who was ilL Reaching a small wooden 
house, Jeannette led us into a large room, at one 
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end of which, near the window, lay an old man with 
silver locks. 

" Father," said she, "I bring you a minister of 
the gospel." 

'' Blessed be God," replied the invalid, by whose 
couch my father seated himself, soon discovering in 
him proofs of sincere and tender piety. In the 
course of conversation he asked him how he found 
the Lord. 

'*0n this bed, to which I have been confined 
many years," replied the sick man; " and also by 
the reading of a book written by a Mr. Malan, of 
Geneva. Oh ! had it not been for my age and 
infirmities, I should long since have gone to Geneva 
in search of him. Oh, sir, I have so earnestly 
implored God to permit me to behold this man 
before ni)^ death ! For a long time I thought he would 
grant my prayer, but I must give up the hope." 

I glanced at my father, who was silently looking 
down. Suddenly raising his head he addressed the 
old man : '' What is the name of the book of which 
you speak ? " 

*'IIcre it is; I always have it here ; it never 
knaves lue ; " and so saying, the old man drew from 
under his pillow a well-worn copy of one of the first 
editions of the "Sonofs of Zion,"and handed it to niv 
father. 

'' Can you also sing tliese hymns?" he said, as he 
turned over the leaves. 

" Oh, Jeannette knows some of them, and often 
sings them to me, and it does me good and gives 
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me pleasure." Then he added, as if to himself, '* If 
I could but see that dear man who wrote these beau- 
tiful hymns I He must be a thoroughly good and 
true Christian." 

''Listen, my brother," said my father; ''these 
lads and I have come from Geneva." 

' ' You have come from Geneva ? " interrupted the 
old man ; " and can it be that you have there seen 
this Mr. Malan?" 

" Certainly," replied my father; " all throe of us 
are acquainted with him, and I can assure you if he 
were here, he would remind you that he has been 
but a weak and imperfect instrument in your case ; 
and he would speak to you, not of himself, a poor 
sinner like you, but of the eternal and perfect grace 
of our God." 

The conversation was continued for a shoi-t time ; 
then my father offered prayer, and when we had 
sung one of the hymns familiar to Jeannette, he pre- 
pared to leave, telling her that he would preach the 

next day, Sunday, at M . On reaching the 

door, however, he paused, then turning to the couch 
where the old man lay with clasped hands, he said 
with emotion : 

' ' My father, God has granted your prayers ; I am 
Malan, of Geneva, your brother in the faith of our 
blessed Lord ! *' 

The poor old man looked on him long, with eyes 
full of tears, then slowly raising his trembling 
hands, '* Bless me, bless me, before I die!" he 
cried. ** You for whom I have so long prayed to 
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God I Bless me, now that I see yoii with these 
eyes ! " 

My father knelt by the bed, and in a voice that 
betrayed his deep emotion, said : '' It is for you to 
bless me, for you might be my father. But all 
blessing comes from God alone, and once more we 
will implore it together." Then putting his aims 
around the humble brother whom he was leaving, 
never again to behold till they should meet in the 
heavenly mansion, he implored for him *^ the peace 
that Jesus gives," and we left. 



THE ROBBER VANQUISHED. 

A pious lady of Montpelier, who devoted the 
* greater part of her property to the relief of objects 
ill distress, one day passing through a little wood, 
accompanied by her servant, was stopped by a man 
who presented a pistol to her, demanding her money 
or her life. The good lady, without being terrified, 
looked on him with an air of kindness, and said, 
"Ah ! my friend, you must be reduced to extremity, 
since you are determined to take a part which both 
draws on you the wrath of God, and exposes you 
continually to nil the rigors of human justice. I 
wish I had wherewith to supply your wants, and 
extricate you tVom the dangerous situation in which 
you are ; but I have, alas ! only eighteen francs, 
which I have taken for my journey, and I offer you 
them with all my heart." 

The highAvayman, looldng upon her attentively, 
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before he would take the money, wished to know 
who she was; and when she told him, '* Wretch 
that I am," said he, throwing himself at her fcit, ** I 
have many times experienced your bounty, and 
have never been denied relief when I have sought it 
of you; and I was now upon the point of injurinjr 
you! Ah ! believe me, my good lady, I did not 
know you, or I should not have molested you; lor 
though I have given but too great a proof that I am 
a robber, yet I am not a monster, — which I must l)e 
to injure a person so charitable as you are. Go on 
then ; keep your money, and I will myself escoit 
you out of the wood ; and if any one comes to attack 
you, I will defend you at the hazard of my life." 



FATHER BALDWIN'S TESTIMONY. 

At a laymen's service, at the Landisville camp- 
meeting. Father Baldwin, founder of Baldwin 
University, at Berea, Ohio, Baker University, at 
Baldwin, Kansas, and Thompson University, for the 
freedmen, in Louisiana, said, as repoiied in the 
Home Journal: — 

"I embraced entire sanctification in 1818. I have 
had no property of my own ever since. I am only, a 
steward. I have never taken back that consecra- 
tion. I have never been able to get any useless 
piece of furniture for my house, nor extravagant 
clothing for my body. I have a pair of shoes that I 
have worn for three years, and I expect to wear them 
one year more ; and they only cost $1.50. I felt that 
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I ought to do something for the freedmen, and I told 
the Lord if he would give me twenty thousand 
dollars, I would go down South and buy a plantation, 
and build a school for the colored people. In less 
than ten days I had the money in my hands. I went 
down South. I bought the plantation. We have a 
school, and some of the scholars have already gone 
out to preach. The Lord has gathered about six 
hundred. I told Bishop Wiley that I thought we 
should make quite an impression upon the people in 
one hundred and fifty years, and perhaps before. 
We have a steam saw-mill, and I am going to cany 
down a planing machine. I think I have just as good 
a right to be fully saved as anybody. We enjoy our 
work finely. It is good for us to be in the way of 
duty." 



THE PILOT'S REWAED. 

A correspondent sends us the following incident, 
substantially as related by R. D. Lucas, an Iowa 
minister : — ^ 

During the later months of the war, I was preach- 
ing near Galesburg, 111. I had an appointment 
some miles down the river, which I was to fill on a 
certain evening. I went to the depot in the morning 
to go there, but was just a moment too late for the 
train. I turned to a friend and said, ** What shalll 
do ? " A stranger stepped up and stated that there 
was an excursion party planned to go down the 
river, and probably the pilot of the boat might be 
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prevailed upon to take me to the place. I accord- 
ingly went down to the river as directed, and found 
a boat in readiness for the trip. I stated my case, 
and was told by the pilot that he could take mc, as 
he would have abundant time to go and return, 
before the party, which was to be left on the way, 
would have had their picnic over ; merely adding, 
" If you can put up with theii* noise and frivolity, I 
presume they will not object to your presence, 
although they have chailered the boat for the trip, 
and of course have it at their disposal." I replied 
that I had been chaplain in the army a good while, 
and was quite accustomed to noise, and would try 
and be as inoffensive as possible. While we were 
yet talking, 1 observed a poor fellow approaching 
with apparent difficulty, who, by his garments of blue, 
I perceived was a soldier. He approached the pilot 
and told him he had missed the train, and, said he, 
«« I am dying from my wounds. I am almost home. 
Can you not take me there ? " 

After stating his partial inability to do as he 
pleased about it, the pilot told him to go down into 
the cabin and he would 'take him if he could. Soon 
the expected pai*ty came aboard, and the explanation 
was made to one who seemed to be a responsible 
one among them. He offered no objection; but 
by and by a couple of young ladies returned from 
the cabin demanding, '^ Why that filthy soldier" was 
on board ; others insisted that it was an insult. I 
went down with the pilot and talked with the sol- 
dier, telling him of the state of things. He replied, 
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*' I can get off and wait, but I tell you, friends, I 
am dying, and father and mother, brothers and 
sisters so near. I want to get home and die with 
them." I noticed that his wounds had suppurated 
and become offensive, so that he uas not an agree- 
able addition to the party ; but his sad, earnest eyes 
sent us back to plead for him. The pilot said he 
would arrange an a^vning on deck, and make it as 
pleasant as possible for them. But some of the 
company insisted that it was an intolerable imposi- 
tion to have such a fellow aboard ; and one youug 
man, evidently goaded on by the scornful words of 
the young ladies — we blush for them — declared that 
they would either control the boat or hire another. 
The pilot hesitated and started again toward the 
cabin, but humanity was stronger with him than the 
love of money, and turning about, he said, in a firm, 
resolute manner: **I am sorry, my friends, that 
you cannot be persuaded to go in company with this 
poor dying man, but he shall not leave this boat till 
I land him near his home." 

Of course the principles of their master would 
not allow them to be reconciled to such an arrange- 
ment, so, with much show of indignation, the gay 
youths marched off, saying they guessed money 
would hire another boat. My conversation with the 
pilot and the soldier, during the trip, interested me 
much in them both, and I kept track of their history 
as opportunity presented. 

The soldier was tinily '* dying," and only two days 
after reaching home, he fell asleep. His last words 
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were, *' Father, remember that pilot, ^^ The father 
heeded the request of his dying son. Two years 
after that scene on the boat, the pilot and his wife 
lay side by side in their graves, while their two 
orphaned children called it '' home " where that sol- 
dier made his last request, and to-day are enjoying 
the best educational advantages which the country 
aflfords, furnished by the liberal hand of the father 
who remembeved the pilot. 

Who shall say that a gracious God does not some- 
times order that a cup of cold water given in Jesus' 
name, shall not lose its reward, even in this life? 
The pilot lost twenty dollars, but secured, in return, 
a home and fnends for his children. 

Who shall say it is not policy to deal mercifully 
and show pity one toward another, as we journey 
along life's pathway, even though there were noth- 
ing beyond this world? *' Cast thy bread upon the 
waters : for thou shalt find it after many days. Give 
a portion to seven, and also to eight; for thou 
knowest not what evil shall be upon the earth." 
Eccl. xi. 1, 2. 



THE PREACHER'S SHELTER. 

A Dutch preacher one evening held a meeting in 
a . strange city. While he was preaching, and 
enforcing upon the hearts of his hearers the doctrine 
of the Cross, a police officer came into the room and 
forbade him to go on. He even commanded him to 
leave the city. As ho was a stranger in the place, 
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and the night was dark, ho wondered around tlio 
city gates. He was not, however, without consola- 
tion ; for he remembered Him who had said, ** Lo, 
I am with you alway, even unto the end of the 
world." He could say, '' Though I walk through the 
valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil, for 
thou art with me ; thy rod and thy staff, they comfort 
me." 

He had long been in the school of Christ, and had 
learned to watch for the slightest intimations of his 
will. While he was thus wandering around, sud- 
denly he saw a light in the distance. ** See," he 
said to himself, ** perhaps the Lord has provided me 
a shelter there ; " and in the simplicity of faith he 
directed his steps thither. On arriving, he heard a 
voice in the house; and, as he drew nearer, he 
discovered that a man was praying. Joyftil, he 
hoped that he had found here the home of a brother. 
He stood still for a moment, and heard these words, 
poured forth from an earnest heart : '* Lord Jesus, 
they have driven thy persecuted servant out of the 
city, and he is perhaps wandering at this moment in 
a strange place of which he knows nothing. O may 
he find my home, that he may receive here food and 
lodging." 

The preacher, having heard these words, glided 
into the house, and as soon as the speaker said 
*'Amen," he saw his prayer answered. Both fell on 
their knees and together thanked the Lord, who is a 
hearer of prayer, and who never leaves nor forsakes 
his servants. 
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**TEST IT.** 

A disciple of the Lord Jesus, poor in this world's 
goods, but rich in faith, became greatly perplexed 
in regard to the meaning of the forty-second verse 
of the fifth chapter of Matthew. The words are, 
•' Give to him that asketh thee ; and from him that 
«rould borrow of thee turn not thou away." After a 
leason of prolonged mental inquiry, as to whether 
he language was to be regarded as literal or not, 
he suddenly paused and exclaimed : * ' It is easy 
tnough to find out ; test it and see." 

It was Saturday. Her money, all but two dollars, 
lad been expended in providing for the Sabbath. 
The amount left, which was absolutely needed fijr 
he following Monday, she put in her pocket, and 
vent out. 

On the street a friend, whose husband had been 
or some time out of business, met her and stated 
heir distresses, and asked if she could lend them 
wo dollars over the Sabbath. 

She was surprised. The test had come sooner 
lian she expecte(J; but, without hesitation, the 
noncy was *'lent to the Lord," and the now 
3enniless believer went home to wait and see. 

Now mark the result. Monday came, and with it 
the needs to be supplied. While pondering what 
30urse to pursue, a knock was heard, and, on open- 
ing the door^ a lady, -with a bundle in her hand, 
inquired if she could do a little work for her. 
Eteplying in the afiirmative, and naming the price, 
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the lady took from her pocket-book two dollars, 
handed it to her, saying, '* It is more than you ask, 
l)ut you might as well have it." ''I was nevermore 
jistonished," said this true disciple, " and literallj 
shouted for joy. I had tested and proved that the 
promises of God are yea and amen in Christ Jesus. 
Glory to God 1 I have never doubted since; and 
though often in straits, I have always been deliv- 
ered." 

Would it not be well for Christians to "test* 
where they cannot understand? *'Ye are my 
friends," said the blessed Lord, **if ye do what- 
soever I command you." Obedience will solve diffi- 
culties that reasoning cannot unravel. Try and see. 



VOICES OF THE SPIRIT. 

A lady, timid and fearful by nature, and feeble in 
health, was compelled to take a voyage by sea. Of 
the ocean and its perils she had always had a dread 
amounting to terror. Every way which could be 
thought of to avoid the sea and reach her proposed 
destination was sought out. She had said often she 
would not be tempted under any consideration to go 
by water. But in vain ; every resource failed, aud 
she must either abandon her enterprise, or take the 
dreaded alternative. She summoned all her faith 
and trust — she thought of the little child who 
asked : "Is not God upon the sea as well as on the 
land?" — but all were weak and helpless. She 
resigned herself to the alternative as if she would 
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tid in it only her death. The season was stonny, 
xid the seas were rough. 

The night before sailing, she retired to rest as 
Isual, faint yet prayerful. Nearly asleep, a voice 
^^emed to whisper in her ear a verse she had never 
*ead but once, and had never thought of on any 
occasion: ''When thou passest through the waters 
'. will be with thee, and through the floods, they 
hall not overflow thee." She rose in her bod, and 
lasping her hands, in the deepest emotion poured 
lit her thanks to the Divine Proniiser for his 
lessed words. Her faith grew strong, she allowed 
> fears to trouble her, but went as calmly on board 
e ship as she would have entei'ed a carriage, 
Wiring the beautiful and soothing words every 
>ur, as if they had been .spoken by an audible 
•ice. 

Two days out at sea, and cruising coastwise, the 
nds rose in a gale. The black waves leaped and 
imed, and dashed against the little craft, which 
lied and rocked and. pitched, while the passengers 
jre nearly all so ill as to be unconscious of danger, 
le captain came not to his meals, in vain was the 
^le set — he remained firm at his post. The 
)man in her cabin, more ill than any one, yet 
)ked out at her window as she lay in her berth, 
d thought: *' This is what I dreaded, but I will 
ay and God will save us." The prayer was 
nost agony, so earnestly she pleaded for the lives 
all in that ship. The storm lasted two days and 
ghts, and but for her hope in God, but for her 
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constant prayers, she would have died with 
terror. There were those on that vessel who wcw 
unl)elievers ; there were a few who feared God ; and, 
doubtless, their prayers ascended too, but hers were 
wrestling prayers. Years may pass, but she will*] 
never cease to l)elieve that God saved them in 
answer to prayer. When all became calm, and the 
company could once more assemble in the cabin, she 
gave God the praise for his protecting care. 

As the vessel went on, at one side lay flw 
stranded wreck of another vessel of the same line. 
This lady had bought her ticket a few days before 
she left, but had been advised to defer going tiUik 
next steamer should go out. She did so, and was 
saved. Such was a voice of providence. 

' ' Why art thou saved ? " came another voice. To 
live to his glory, to praise him for his mercy, to 
work for the good of souls, to be ready to serve him 
in another life. 



THE SAILOR BOY'S FAITH. 

A vessel was overtaken with a terrific hurricane 
in the middle of the Atlantic ocean. After every 
efibrt to weather the storm, the captain gave this 
intelligence : 

'' The ship is on her beam ends I She will never 
right again I Death is certain 1 " 

'*Not at all, sir! not at all, sirl" exclaimed a 
little sailor boy. " God will save us yet ! " 

'* Why do you think so? " said the captain. 

"Because, sir, at this moment they are praying 
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'^der the Bethel flag, in the city of Glasgow, for all 
Colors in distress, and we are among the number; 
*d God will hear their prayers ; now see if He 

The captain exclaimed, with tears in his eyes, 
** God grant that their prayers may be heard in our 
lehalf , my little preacher 1 " 

At that moment a great wave struck the ship and 
c^hted her. A few days after, the noble ship rode 
safely into New York harbor. 



GOD KNOWS BEST. 

In my girlhood days there fell upon me, without 
framing, a great sorrow. At that time, our family 
)hy8ician related to me the following incident, 
irhich made a deep and lasting impression on my 
oind : 

Some years previous to that time, he was sum- 
aoDed to visit a man apparently at the point of 
ieath. The man's wife in agony besought the phy- 
ician to save her husband ; saying, that if he died 
he did not wish to live. Contrary to expectation 
he man recovered ; and — in less than one year was 
mprisoned for forgery 1 

The disgraced, heart-broken wife felt then how 
mwise and short-sighted she had been in setting up 
ler will against the Most High. 

Complete resignation to the will of God is very 
lifficult to attain. Perhaps it is rarely attained to 
)erfection in life ; but it is a grace worth striving 
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for. *'Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace 
mind is stayed on thcc : because ho trusteth in thee." 
How many wakeful nights and anxious days, how 
many tears and broken* hearts might 4>e saved by a 
simple, childlike tiiist that, ** God knows best." 

Let us take our *' worries," big or little, to Jesus; 
tell him '* all about it," and we will find that he is, 
indeed, " a very present help in trouble." Nothing 
which concerns his people is too trifling for him to 
notice, for even the very hairs of our head area! 
numbered. 



A PERSECUTOR SAVED. 

When Mr. Baird was once pleading the cause of 
Finance, he related the following, which he received 
from the lips of one of the evangelists, employed by 
the Missionary Society of Paris. This evangelist 
Avas preachiug in one of the towns of France, and a 
lady, the wife of one of its wealthiest citizens, 
attended at the chapel, and became deeply interested 
in the subject of her soul's salvation. Her husband, 
Avho was an infidel, opposed her violently; and at 
length, when she became a decided Christian, told 
her that if she went to the chapel again , lit would 
take her life. 

Knowing well the character of the man, and 
firmly believing that he would execute his threat, 
she called upon the minister, to ask his advice. *'I 
know not," said he, '* what to give, but we will 
pray to God for wisdom." They kneeled, and prayed 
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together. She arose from her knees ; and, without 
iBMiying a word, returned home. The next Sunday 
^he was found in the house of God, listening as if 
^rthe last time on this side of the eternal world. 

At the close of the service she returned, and upon 
Entering the house, her husband met her, when the 
Allowing conversation ensued : '* Have you been to 
the chapel?" *' Yes." ''Did I not tell you that I 
Vould kill you if you went again ? How dared you 
to go?" '' Yes, but we must obey God rather than 
man." Perceiving that he hesitated, she embraced 
the opportunity of expostulating with him. "Why," 
^id she, "do you intend to kill me? Have I been 
a worse wife to you — a worse mother to your chil- 
dren, since I became a Christian?" " No," replied 
he, letting his weapon fall from his hand, "no, and 
I promise never to oppose you any more. And 
now," continued he, "I wish you to pray for me." 
They bowed before the mercy-seat, and. she poured 
aut her soul in prayer for him. He is now one of 
Bie most active members of the church. 



MR. KINSMAN'S LESSON. 

** A good man elioweUi favor." 

Soon after a cordial friendship had commenced be- 
:ween Mr. Whitefield and Mr. Kinsman, their hearts 
Deing united in the same glorious cause, Mr. White- 
leld paid Mr. Kinsman a visit at Plymouth, and 
preached as usual to large auditories, with great 
iceeptance . On the Monday morning, after breakfast. 
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''Come,** said he to Mr. Kinsman, "let us go to 
some of the poor and afilicted of your flock, and 
see if we can administer to them any consolation. It 
is not enough that we labor in the pulpit ; we must 
endeavor, also, to be useful out of it." Mr. Kinsman 
readily consented. Mr. Whitefield not only gave 
them counsel and advice, but supplied their necessi- 
ties with a liberal hand, till he had given to a tolerable 
amount as they called at several places. Mr. Kins- 
man, knowing by some means that his finances were 
low, was surprised at his liberality, and, at his return, 
gave him a hint that he thought he had been too 
bountiful. Mr. Whitefield, with some degree of 
warmth, replied, '* It is not enough, young man, 
to pray, and to put on a serious countenance : true . 
religion and undefiled is this, to visit the fatherless 
and the widow in their affliction, and to administer to 
their wants . My stock , it is true , is nearly exhausted ; 
but God, whose servant I am, and whose suffering 
saints we have this day been relieving, will, I doubt 
not, soon send me a fresh supply." The matter thus 
ended for the rest of the day. 

In the evening a gentleman came to Mr. Kinsman's 
house, and desired to speak to Mr. Whitefield. "Sir,* 
said the gentleman, '*I happened to be here yester- 
day, and heard you preach ; you are on a journey, I 
find, and traveling is rather expensive; will you do 
me the honor to accept this ? " — putting five guineas 
into his hand. Mr. Whitefield thankfully accepted 
the present; and returning to the family, ** There, 
young man," said he to Mr. Kinsman, '*God has soon 
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repaid what I bestowed I Let this teach you a lesson, 
not to withhold, when it is in the power of thine 
iand to give. The gentleman to whom I was called, 
is a perfect stranger to me ; his only business was to 
give me the sum you see here.'' 



GIVE AND IT SHALL BE GIVEN. 

'* Cheerful giving," writes an aged minister, ''is 
what enriches the giver, and brings down a blessing 
from above. A poor clergyman attended one of 
Zion's festivals in a distant city. The railroad com- 
pany supplied him with a return ticket, and though 
many of his brethren would secure treasures from 
the book-stores, but a solitary twenty-five-cent scrip 
was in his possession, and he would need that to 
pay for refreshment on his way home. It was the 
last day of the feast. Mention, again and again, 
was made of the widow's mite, or poor men's gifts, 
and as the boxes were passed he felt sad that in his 
deep poverty he could not cast in a single penny. 
As the assembly was dismissed, it was announced 
that collectors would stand at the door to gather up 
the Jragments which ought to be in the Lord's treas- 
ury. With slow steps this good man passed down, 
and put that last money he possessed into the wait- 
ing box. 

"In a few moments a gentleman of the city invited 

him to his table to dine, with quite a number of the 

dignitaries of the church. During the repast, the 

host was called from the table for a little time. At 

5 
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the conclusion of a pleasant entertainment', the poor 
minister was taken one side, and an envelope put 
into his hands, with this remark ; ' I was called 
from the table by a man who has long owed me a 
small debt, which I thought was lost a long time 
since, and I cannot think what it was paid to-day 
for, except that I might give it to you.' The envel- 
ope contained twenty -five dollars. When the books 
are opened, that rich steward will see how his 
money was used, and thank God, who put it into 
his heart to dispose of it thus." 



FLETCHER'S ESCAPE. 

The godly Mary Fletcher, the wife of Fletcher of 
Madelcy, in her ** Life," relates that her husband 
being from home on a dark, wet night, she was under 
apprehensions about his safety, and was led to sup- 
plicate on his behalf. Whilst thus engaged, it was 
suggested to her mind, that the horse her husband 
had been riding had fallen and thrown him over its 
head. The impression was vivid, and she seemed to 
see the whole occurrence plainly passing before her. 
Under the feeling of the moment, this asj)iration was 
formed in the secret of her heart : '' My God, he is 
thine ! His life, his limbs, his health, all are thine! 
I commit him to thee by faith." Iminediateiy this 
word seemed spoken within her: "The rio^ht- 
eous is in the hand of the Lord ; and there shall 
no evil touch him." She says, " Jt filled my soul 
with such a sweetness that I could feel no fear. 
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The night was uncommonly bad, which occasioned 
many friends to continue with me. And while they 
expressed their great uneasiness at his staying two 
hours longer than we could well account for, I was 
obliged to hide the calmness I felt, by silence, lost 
some should have supposed it insensibility. At last 
he came, well, and praising God ; but asked for 
w^ater to wash himself, because his horse had fallen 
and thrown him with great force over his head. 
Yet he was no way hurt, except having a little skin 
grazed from one of his fingers. As he set the Lord 
always before him, so he found his help in every 
time of need." 



HOW TO GET MONEY. 

One of the veterans in the Lord's army sends this 
reminiscence to the Christian Advocate: "Limy 
parish was a man of rather feeble constitution, work- 
ing on a hard, cold piece of land, and with quite a 
little flock of hungry mouths to feed. Sickness and 
unfavorable seasons had impoverished him. The 
house and farm were mortgaged, but cheerfully they 
toiled on. Every year, as 1 was about to make an 
annual visit to attend the festivals of the church, the 
good man's wife came to my house with money foi* 
the missionaries. As she counted the dollars and 
fractions, 1 always marveled that in their poverty 
she could bring so large a gift. At length she 
came, and Avith tears she could not control, said 
she was very sorry she could not give so much as 
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she had given heretofore. I told her that she ought 
not to be troubled; the Lord looketh not on this 
* dross,' but on the heart of the giver. 

'' 'May I ask where this money comes from?' 
said I. 

"After a little hesitation she freely told mc: 
' We are poor, sir, as you know, but are glad to 
give, if it is but little. In the fall of the year, 
when sheep arc driven home from tlie pasture, I go 
out and select and mark one for the missionaries. 
Its wool and its lambs we sell, and send to them. 
That yliecp has always had two lambs ^ but this year 
one of the lambs died.' " 

The wintering of one sheep produced between 
three and four dollars year by year; and if, in a 
similar method, all our Christian agriculturists should 
contribute, the Lord's treasury would be as well 
supplied as was Israel's at the building of the 
tabernacle. 



THE NEW COAT. 

A few years since a young preacher in the state of 
Massachusetts, who was laboring in a field which 
yielded no great pecuniary returns, had laid aside 
the sum of fifteen dollars from his scanty income, 
with which to purchase himself a coat, of which he 
stood in need. Before he had time to obtain it, 
there was presented to him a certain charitable 
object, which seemed to demand a portion of his 
little store. After some consideration, as to whether 
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it was his duty to give as much as the Ion dollars, 
which first presented itself to his mind as the pr(»por 
sum to bestow, he concluded to follow hivS c(»nvi('- 
tions, and thus assist one who was more needy than 
himself, and trust in the Lord to provide the coat. 

Within two or three days afterwards, he was 
visitinff at the house of his mother in another town, 
and she, as mothers will, noticed that his coat had 
arrived at that condition which usually affords the 
preacher of the gospel evidence that he is shoitly to 
have a new one, and she made some remarks about 
its worn appearance, saying> *'It seems to me you 
need a new coat." 

"I know it," he replied, *' and I shall get nic one 
as soon as I get the means." 

She said, '' There is a coat up stairs which your 
brother had made for him not over two weeks ao^o, 
which he never has worn but once, because it was 
made too small, and he said that you might have it if 
you wanted it and it would fit you." 

The coat was accordingly brought down and tried 
on, and, of course, it fitted, for the Lord had the 
preacher's exact measure before the coat was made, 
and had promised to see him clothed. The young 
man gladly accepted the coat, wondering a little at 
the wisdom of the Lord in clothing him at the 
expense of his brother, who was not particularly 
interested in the Lord's work, and who was so much 
larger than he was, that nothing short of a special 
providence could have made a coat that was meas- 
ured for one of them to ever fit the other. 
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The coat (li«l oxcolleiit service, and left even in 
its old age a very pleasant memory, which we here 
enihuhn tor the encouragement of those who are 
anxious as to what they shall eat, or drink, or 
wherewithal they shall be clothed. 



now A SPEAKER WAS ELECTED. 

Even in this world interest and kindness often 
me(»t a rich reward, not only in conscious joj'^ which 
comes from doing good, but in the grateful service 
of those who remember and requite our kindly acts. 

About twenty-five years ago a young man from 
Kentucky took a horseback ride to Virofinia, whei*e 
his father came from, and on his way he met a man 
and his family removing West, who were so poor as 
to be almost reduced to starvation. He had cora- 
j)assi()n on the wretched group, and gave them a 
twcntv-dolhu- bill with which to reach their ioumev's 
end. In about fifteen years the young man received 
a letter from the man he had befriended, savinof he 
was a prosperous merchant in southern Kentucky, 
and enclosing a twenty-dollar bill to pay his loan. 
Aftci' another ten years, which included the great 
rel)(»lIion and its termination, he was elected to the 
Lower House of the Kentucky liCgislaturc, and, 
being a man of talent and intluence, was chosen 
speaker, in the contest for which position he had 
noticed that a stranger, and one of the other party, 
was his strongest sui)porter. His curiosity was 
.iroused by this, and he asked the man's motive, as 
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he never had, to his knowledge, been him l>efore. 
" Sir," replied the member, *' you will recall, when 
I mention it, a little scene that occurred when you 
was a boy on your way to Virginia. It was you 
who saved my wife from starvation. She told me 
time and time again, that never did a morsel of food 
taste so sweet, so unutterably delicious, as that you 
gjive them. She was just six years old at that time, 
but when she saw your name during .the late canvass, 
among the prominent probable candidates for the 
speakership, she laid down the laiv as to how I teas 
to vote. This is all. Neither she, nor her father and 
mother, and brothers and sisters, can ever forget 
you." 



A NOTE IN THE BANK PAID. 

About the year 1845, there lived in Armagh, 
Ireland, a builder named Thomas Ross. In the 
transaction of his somewhat extensive business he 
had financial connections with a bank, where on one 
occasion his note or acceptance for a considerable 
amount was maturing. He went to a man who was 
indebted to him, and upon whom he usually depended 
for money in an emergency, but to his great dis- 
appointment found that he was unable to afford him 
the needed assistance. He knew not where to oret 
the money ; the time wore aw ay ; the last day of 
grace amved, and the note must be paid by three 
o'clock or his name would be dishonored at the bank. 

He was a man who professed faith in the Lord 
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Jcsu», :iud had often expressed his confidence in the 
divine promises. This unforeseen embarrassment 
was to him an occasion of no little anxiety. He 
spoke of the matter to his wife, and in reply she, 
perhaps without the deepest sympathy, intimated 
that as he had often talked of having faith, now he 
liad an opportunity to exercise it. The time wore 
away until it was past noon, and no way of deliver- 
ance seemed open. About one o'clock, a woman, 
Mis. Kirkpatrick, who lived some five miles out of 
the city, came to his door in much perturbation, and 
with no little disgust said she had come in five miles 
to go to Belfast to buy goods for her little store. 
Being a little late the stage had started without her, 
and thouijh she saw it in the distance and hailed it 
and tried to stop it, the driver would not pull up. 
The passengers on board observed her anxiety to go, 
and endeavored to persuade the driver to stop, but 
he refused, and away he went; and there she was, 
unal)le to go to Belfast, and besides, she had quite a 
«iini of money on her person which she did not wish 
to keep about her, and she wanted to know if Mr. 
Ross would be so kind as to take it and take care of 
it for her, until she could find opportunity to go to 
Belfast and make use of it. 

Mr. Ross, as it may well be supposed, made no 
objection to this proposal, and accordingly she counted 
out the money which she wished to leave in his hands, 
and the amount was just equals to a penny ^ to the 
demand held by the bank against Mr. Ross, who 
paid his debt with a glad heart, and received a fresh 
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evidence of the gracious care of his heavenly Father. 

Mr. Ross himself related the account sonic voai's 

afterwards to one of his old apprentices, now i*osid- 

ing in New York, who was a son of the woman who 

brought this timely aid ; and from the lips of this 

son the writer received the particulars of this tnins- 

action as here recorded. 



THE OEPHAN'S PRAYER ANSWERED. 

A writer in ' the New York Observer tolls of a 
poor German widow who found herself and family 
destitute of food one day. Sustained by her pious 
faith, she said to her five little ones : — 

'* My dear children, I can give you nothing to eat 

this morning. I have no bread, no meal, not even 

an egg in the house. Ask the dear God to help us. 

He is rich and mighty, and has said himself: ' Call 

upon me in the day of trouble ; I will deliver thee.' " 

Little Hans, who was scarcely six years old, went 

veiy hungry and sad on his way to school. As he 

passed by .the open door of the church he went 

in and kneeled down l;)eforc the altar. As he 

saw no person in the church, he prayed with a loud 

voice: "Dear Father in heaven, we children have 

nothing to eat. Our mother has no bread, no meal, 

not even an egg. Oh! help us. Give us and our 

iear mother something to eat. Thou art rich and 

[nighty and can easily help us." So prayed little 

Elans in his childish simplicity, and afterward went 

to school. When he came home, he saw upon the 
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tabic a large loaf of broad, a dish of meal, and a 
basket of eggs. 

"Now, thanks to God," cried he, joyfully, *'he 
has heard my prayer ! Mother, has an angel brought 
all these things through the window ? " 

" No," said the mother; " but still God has heard 
your prayer. As you kneeled at the altar, a good 
lady was kneeling, also, in her place in the church. 
You could not see her, but she saw you and heard 
your prayer. She is the angel through whom God 
has helped us. Now, then, thank God, and never 
forget through your whole lives to call upon God in 
the day of trouble." 



THE MOTHEE'S FAITH. 

** I should like to know what mother thinks of the 
Lord now I '' exclaimed a little boy of ten years, as a 
group of half-starved brothers and sisters were 
preparing for school without a breakfast, one bitter 
cold morning. 

Well knew each member of that hungry band of 
little ones, that through all the trying scenes of 
poverty, in their father's long illness, a firm and 
unwavering faith had upheld their praying mother. 
But now when the last fire had been made, and the 
last frugal meal of potatoes eaten, and her own firail 
form was sinking beneath its burden of work and 
sorrow, the climax seemed reached. "What does 
mother think of the Lord now ? " fell upon the ears 
of one of the loveliest women I ever met. It was 
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Tom the lips of her Hist bom, her diirliiiir* for 
ivhose submission to God she had ever been hoping 
ind striving. The words fell upon her hejirt like 
lead. It was a new test of her sorely tried faith, a 
uew drop added to tlieir bitter cup. 

A lono^ and severe sickness of her husband had 
reduced them to extreme poverty, and with no 
resource but the needle, it had been difficult to meet 
the demands of a large family, and ptirform sick- 
room duties' at the same time. When this eventful 
morning dawned, there was no more food in the 
house, and just wood enough to build one more tire. 
A slice of borrowed bread was toasted for the sick 
man, and his sick-chair drawn before the laM tiro. 
He knew not the destitution, the toil, the self- 
sacrifice that oppressed his wife ; he only saw the 
smiles, the industry, the neatness, and the patient 
waiting for brighter days. 

When the daring words of the hungry bov fell 
upon that Christian mother's ear, she just lifted up 
her heart, in the silent eloquence and fervor of 
ejaculatory prayer, known only to the burdened and 
toil-worn disciple. The answer came, ''The Lord 
is good, his mercy endureth forever." Her heart 
responded, and as she raised her eyes to the win- 
dow, two good loads of wood standing there, testi- 
fied that ^he had not thought too miich of her heav- 
enly Father, or trusted in his promises too long. 
The Hun shone again on that household, and never 
more did Henry say, *« I wonder what mother thinks 
of the Lord now." 
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MEAT iX)R THE HUNGRY. 

At one time while living on the frontier with my 
wife and six small children, we were reduced almost 
to starvation. There were but few settlers in that 
region, and all around us were very poor. Sickness 
had reduced us. We had no cow or other stock, uo 
money or other means, and what to do we knew not. 
How to get some meat was the difficulty. We might 
find a deer, had it not been that the winter before the 
snow was very deep, and in January a crust formed 
on it which prevented their running, and enabled 
people to slay them by thousands. This they did 
not fail to do, therefore I hunted in vain many days, 
and it was said there was not a deer in the country. 

We prayed for help. We had trusted in God, and 
we determined we would still trust in him. One 
day when I was*talking with my wife about our need 
I said: ''What shall we do?" She replied, «*Go 
out to-day and kill a deer." I said: " You know 
there is not a deer in the country, as I and others 
have sought for them many times, and found none.** 
"Oh," she said, «'I believe if you will go to-day the 
Lord will send one." Said I, ''I have had that 
impression all the forenoon." ''Well," said she, 
"go, and you will surely get a deer." 

I took down my rifle, and began to load it, talking 
doubtfiilly about it, yet I felt almost compelled to 
proceed, and my wife encouraged me with words of 
faith. I soon opened the door and stood lost in 
thought. *<Go on," said she. "But which way shall 
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I go?" said I. *'The way your mind leads you," 
she replied. 

I started, and stopped ; I thought, "It is useless ;" 
but I was persuaded to move on. I thought to go 
cue way and another, but one way or direction seemed 
to hold my mind strongest, and I moved slowly on. 
Sometimes I thought, '*The Lord will surely help us 
somehow," but I could not really believe that 1 should 
find a deer. It was about the middle of July ; mos- 
quitoes were very thick, almost past endurance in 
the timber, but I trampled on until I arrived at the 
south-east point of a small lake, when the thought 
or impression I had was, "It is no use to go on, I 
cannot stand these mosquitoes ;" and so I turned my 
face toward home. 

While thinking what I had better do, I hoard the 
crackling of brush on my back track. In a moment 
I saw a deer bounding towards me on a trail. On he 
camo with great speed until within eight rods, when 
he squared around, side toward me, and stopped. 
My rifle was at my shoulder, and quick as thought it 
cracked. The deer made a few leaps and fell dead. 
He was too heavy for me to carry. I thanked the 
Lord, and started off for help. A farmer lived near, 
on whom I called to come and help get my deer 
home. It was with diflBculty I persuaded him to 
come, as he would not believe I had truly killed a 
deer. At last he started very reluctantly. When 
we aiTived at the spot he stood as if amazed, and 
then said, "I did not believe you until I saw it." 

T^e backed the deer home for me. I had told him 
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he should have a quarter of it, if he would go with 
me after it ; but he refused to take it. Then I offered 
him a small bit, but it was no use, he would not 
accept any of it. I asked him why he would not 
take it. ''Why," said he, '*the Lord must have ^ent 
it to you and your children, and I will not take aught 
of it." 

Oh how thankful we were ! we felt that the Lord 
cared for us, and never can I forget it, or cease to be 
thankful to the Giver and Director for his help at that 
time. It is good to praise the Lord for his kindness 
to the children of men. * 'Bless the Lord, O my soul, 
and all that is witliin me, bless his holy name." 



PROTECTION FROM TfflEVES. 

The venerable Thomas Bradbury was remarkable 
for punctuality in the time he devoted to family 
worship. One evening, when the bell had rung, the 
servants went up to prayer, and forgot to shut the 
area door next the street. Some men observed the 
door open, and one of them entered the house, to 
rob it. Creeping up stairs, he heard the old gentle- 
man praying that God would preserve his house 
from thieves. The man was thunder-struck, and 
unable to persist in his design. He returned and 
told the circumstance to his companions, who abused 
him on account of his timidity; but he was so 
affected that some time after he related the event to 
Mr. Bradbury, and l^ecame an attendant on his min- 
istry. 
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THE WIDOW'S GOD. 

<« And how does your widowed daughter get on?" 
"Now that is a constant wonder to me," said the 
poor woman; " I can't tell beyond this, you know 
that the widow and the fatherless, God has promised 
to care for — and truly he does in her case. She's as 
honest as the sun — ^I think she would live upon a 
crust to pay her way — but she doesn't know the Lord, 
so, poor soul, she has no refuge in him, and yet how 
he cares for her and her six little bits of fatherless 
children is quite wonderful. It is just day by day 
his hand is seen in providing for their daily wants ; 
but I think they will soon be motherless, too, for she 
is very weakly — she had to give up all her washing 
a few weeks ago, that brought her in a good Satur- 
day night — but she keeps on her mangle,.and in some 
untold way, one has helped, and another has helped, 
smd she has not missed the washing. Now isn't that 
w^onderful? It is a testimony to me of His faithful- 
aess, for nights and nights upon this bed have I 
poured out my soul to the Lord in prayer that he 
ivould help that poor thing and her six little ones to 
i bit of bread, and day after day I hear of the Lord's 
'oodness to them, and it is such encouragement to 
ne to pray on. For years, when my husband Mas 
n such poor health, I used to entreat the Lord that 
le would not take him from me while my children 
kvere little — and I knew nothing of the Lord then, 
jut he heard me, and when they were all grown up 
ic died, so I had only to suffer poverty alone like; 
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but the Lord is my portion saith my soul, and that 
sweetens every bitter cup. The people who lodge 
here are very kind to me, and God's people do show 
out the love of the brethren, for they visit me and 
provide for me in many ways. But what I cry to the 
Lord for is, to see grace in my children. Oh ! if I did 
but know they were the Lord's, every trouble would 
seem light, but I must leave them with the Lord, 
and, 'Shall not the Judge of all the earth do right?" 



BREAD UPON THE WATERS. 

A Christian mother received a heathen lad into 
her household to educate for Christ. Some of her 
friends, and, at times, even her husband, were 
inclined to consider it a visionary and unwirse course 
thus to add to her already heavy family cares. Her 
reply was ever, '' Our own son may yet want friends 
in a foreiim land. Let us treat this heathen lx)V as 
we would wish our own son to be treated, should 
their circumstances be reversed." 

Time passed. The heathen boy left his adopted 
home, where he had won all hearts, for the mission- 
ary work among his own nation, where he now livcj, 
laborious and useful, cheering the hearts of loved 
ones in his old foster home by tidings from his field 
of labor. 

After a few years, this American son, prosecuting 
trade in a distant land, found himself near his mis- 
sionary brother, who introduced him to men of 
influence and position, who gave him opportunities 
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for carrying on his business. It was the heathen 
boy, with whom he had played in his childhood, 
now an influential missionary. But for him he 
would have been unsuccessful, and would have 
suffered from loneliness. The mother's words were 
realized. Her boy did find friends in a foreign 
land. The kindness she had bestowed was returned 
seven-fold. 



ANNA'S WARDEOBE. 

In illustration of the way in which the Lord 
honors the faith of those who trust in him even in 
the little things, a writer in the Parish Visitor relates 
an incident which occurred in a family who had 
moved into a small and inconvenient house. The 
daughter Anna had no closet in her room, and felt 
the need of one very much. To add to her discomfort 
she had no bureau, either, and was obliged to keep 
her clothes in a trunk. As her mother could not then 
very well afford the purchase of a bureau, Anna 
began by saving up her money for that purpose. 
She found that she could buy a neat mahogany 
bureau for thirty dollars. Slowly the sum was 
gathered ; at last she obtained the requisite money — 
it was Saturday, and the bureau could not be 
purchased until the following Monday. 

On Sunday a sermon was preached at the church 
on behalf of the Bible Society. The pastor, Dr. 
Tyng, made an earnest and eloquent appeal to his 
people. Anna's sympathetic, charitable heart was 
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touched. Ever ready to help spread the gospel, and 
with her heart full of love to her Saviour, she enclosed 
her thirty dollars to the Bible Society. When her 
mother learned of it she was astonished and some- 
what annoyed. ''Dear mother, there will be a place 
provided for my clothes," said Anna, when remon- 
strated with ; ' 'the Lord will send me something." 

Anna's strong faith was not unrewarded. The 
next day a letter came from a friend, saying she had 
packed and sent to them from the South, the large 
wardrobe which Anna's mother had left with her 
several years past. Here was the "place provided." 
A large, substantial wardrobe took the place of the 
bureau, and ever served to remind Anna of the sure 
fulfillment of the promise, "The Lord will provide." 

A trivial incident, you may say. Well, life is 
made up of Irttle'things. If we brought our religion 
more into our daily lives, and made it a part of our- 
selves, instead of a separate thing, how much happier 
and better we should be. 



THE LOED WILL PKOVIDE. 

A city missionary, one Saturday night, was going 
home with a basket of provisions on his arm. 
Meeting ti policeman, he asked him if there had any 
families moved in the bounds of his beat during the 
week. He answered, "Yes;" and pointing to a 
building up an alley said, " a woman and some chil- 
dren are living there now." 

The missionary went to the house, rapped at the 
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door, and was admitted. The woman was sitting by 
a small light, sewing. In tlie corner of tlie room 
were two little girls, apparently from nine to twelve 
years of age, playing. 

The missionary said, ''Madam, I am here to see 
if you will allow your girls to attend Sunday-school 
to-morrow morning." 

**I would, sir ; but what you see on them is all the 
clothing they have, and you would not wish thcni to 
go as they are now." 

** The Lord will provide, madam. Have you no 
money ?" 

"Not yet, but I have conMnitted my case into the 
hands of the Lord." 
"Have you anything to eat?" 
"Nothing, sir!" 

"What will you do for breakfast?" 
"O sir, I once had a husband; he provided when 
he could. These children had a father ; he supplied 
their wants ; but he is dead now. Yet my jNlaker, 
even God, is my husband, and he has promised to be 
a father to the fatherless. We hjive committed all 
to him, have called upon him in this our day of 
trouble. I am trusting in God to take care of a poor 
widow and her children in a strange place, and I 
know he will provide." 

"Thank God for such faith !" said the missionary ; 
and handing her the basket, said, "here is your 
breakfast, and you shall have the clothing for your 
children." 

With tears streaming down her face, she replied : 
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"Oh, thauk God for his faithfiilness ! He heareth 
and answereth prayer. May he bless you !" And, 
said our dear brother to us, *' I felt the promise was 
sure, for she was blessed in receiving, I was more so 
in giving." 

"In some way or other the Lord wiU provide. 
It may not be my way, it may not be thy way, 
But yet in his own way the Lord wiU provide. 

Despond, then, no longer ; the Lord will provide ; 
And this be the token — no word he hath spoken 
Was ever yet broken : * The Lord will provide.' 

March on, then, right boldly, the sea shall divide : 
The pathway made glorious, with shoutings victorious, 
We'll join in the chorus, * The Lord will provide.' " 



A CHILD'S DYING FAITH. 

Dr. Mutchmore told this story to the Presbyterian 
General Assembly: Seven or eight years ago, a 
little girl came with her father and mother to my 
church in Philadelphia. Her mother said she 
brought the girl to sec if I could not persuade 
her out of the notion she had of uniting with the 
church. The girl was seven years old. I asked her 
mother why she would persuade her out of the 
notion. She said she thought she was too young. 
I asked her, ''Are you a Christian yourself?" 
"No." I asked the child if she attended church. 
" My mother and I come of nights, but papa has 
lost his money. We sit under the gallery. We 
cannot sit with the fine people you have here in the 
morning." Then the whole story was told. The 
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session, after some questions, asked her : ** Do you 
not think you could wait a little while?" «' No, I 
do not think I could, for Jesus Christ said, * Suffer 
little children to come unto me,' and nobody calls 
me a little child, and I think I must- be biff<rer than 
the little children he took in his arms and blessed." 
I said to the session, '*If you cannot receive this 
child, I think I will take her myself." So I exer- 
cised the authority of a pastor, and received the 
child myself. 

She came afterwards and brousfht her father and 
mother. The little child had led them to the merc\- 
seat. A few months afterwards she went into a 
decline of health. I was sent for one Sabbath after 
I returned from my vacation to come to sec her. 
She was dying. I prayed with her, and she led me 
nearer the throne of God than I ever was before. 
When I was about to bid her good-bye, she told her 
mother to get the money of her life, all in three- 
cent pieces, four dollars and twenty cents. She 
said, " I want you to promise me you will take this 
money and build with it a church for poor people 
like we are." I said to her, '* This is not enough to 
build a church." Then ^he said, "I will pray for 
you." So I kneeled down by her bedside, and she 
asked God, in her childlike way, to give me grace 
to build a church with that money. There are the 
pieces as she put them in the box. I promised her 
that that church should be built. Years rolled by, 
until, in 1876, ten young men of my church started 
out, and we bought the floor of the Moody and 
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Sankey building, and erected a wooden building. 
We did not know that anybody would come, but the 
first day the building was well filled, and the Sabbath- 
school got so large that we had no place to put 
them ; and then we .began building a church for 
Christ, 87 by 100 feet, a brown stone church, and 
this was all the treasury. Day by day the means 
wore supplied, and now that church is finished, and 
God's people are worshiping in the first story of 
the church, and the debt is paid. 

This was all suggested in that instinctive love of 
building a house for Jesus Christ, and all over this 
land there are just such offerings as tliis, and they 
properly belong to this board, Jind this treasury 
belongs to that fund. It was consecrated in the 
prayers of that child. It was all the treasure she 
ever had, and that treasure is given this day to the 
work of church erection all over this land. 



HENKE'S DINNER. 

The late Dr. F. W. Krummacher relates the fol- 
lowing beautiful and simple story of faith, about a 
German minister named Henke : — 

"A Christian friend came one day to this man of 
God, who unhesitatingly invited him to dine with 
him, although he knew not what he could set before 
him. When the bell rmig at noon, the servant 
passed several times through the room, with an anx- 
ious countenance, in order, unobservedly, to beckon 
her master out. Henke, however, was not aware of 
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her meaning, and only reminded her, at last, that it 
was time to lay the cloth. The servant was per- 
plexed, and requested her master to step out to her 
a minute. 

" ' Sir,' she began in a mournful voice, ' you wish 
me to lay the cloth ; but don't you know we have 
scarcely a piece of dry bread in the house, and you 
sent your last penny to a person this day?' 

" *Ah ! ' answered Henke with a smile, ' is that 
all you have to say to me ? Do but laj- the cloth as 
usual ; it will be time enough for the meat when we 
sit down to table.' The maid, astonished, did as she 
was told. 

'' * Let us take our seats,' said the friendly host, 
with a cheerful countenance. They sit down to the 
empty table, and the worthy, childlike man offers 
up a prayer. On his saying 'Amen I ' the door-bell 
is rung, and there is a basket with abundance of 
food, which a neighbor had felt constrained to send 
to him. Calmy, as if nothing particular had hap- 
pened, Henke ordered all the dishes to be filled; 
and then, looking smilingly at the astonished ser- 
vant, he said, ' Well, have you still anything to 
object to our kind entertainer?' 

" These," says Dr. Krummacher, **are valuable 
facts ; but such things cannot be imitated. It is 
certainly easy to order the cloth to be laid; but 
nothing is accomplished by that. However, if you 
possess anything of Henke's faitli, then do not hesi- 
tate to order the cloth laid. A royal host will pro- 
vide the feast." 
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A HARD TEXT. 



To walk across the street, to quickly turn the 
corner, or pretend to see something in a shop win- 
dow, because he beholds his creditor coming ; to go a 
long way round for fear of passing his house, or hold 
down his head if forced to pass it, lest he may see 
one he does not want to see ; to go to the grocer's, 
and stand, sad and silent, waiting until all the cus- 
tomers are gone, before he tremblingly asks for a 
little more credit ; to make a desperate effort to ask 
a friend for the loan of five shillings, to pay the milk- 
man, the coal-man, or the rent-man, and be refused; 
to hear the long-feared knock of the creditor, coming 
at the promised time, making the heart beat and 
knock almost as loud, because he has nothing to pay 
with but promises, of which they have already had 
enough ; to see them frowningly turn away, or threaten 
him with the couuty court, unless he pays what he 
cannot pay ; to be thought dishonest, or a rogue, 
when he feels, in the deepest depths of his soul, that 
he would rather die than defraud any living being of 
one farthing ; — all this, and much more, has been the 
lot of many as honest a man as ever breathed. 

When a man, in spite of all his labor, skill, and 
caution, is overtaken with losses; when trade is 
depressed, and employment gone; when, hoping 
against hope, he travels many a weary mile, seeking 
the means to obtain an honest penny, but a<rain and 
again returning to tell the oft-told tale of no success ; 
gazing, with anxious looks, on the silent sufferers 
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ependcnt upon him; sinking in his circumstances 
ay by day, lower and lower, without power to pre- 
ent it, until he comes almost to the border of despair ; 
-this has been the experience of many a God-fear- 
ng man, and has wrung from his sorrowing soul a 
3rayer for help from God. 

Gray-headed old Richard. Holmes, — who, for many 
^eai-s, was a very respectable preacher in Bury, but 
vho, in consequence of family sickness and his own 
nfirmities, had contracted several small debts, — 
Bceived a letter one morning, which read as follows : 

"I am informed you are preaching in Clarke street 
hapel on Sunday next. I hope you will take for 
our text, 'Owe no man anything,' for I intend to be 
resent to hear you, and I will sit in one of the pews, 
that you will have a good view of me." 

Poor Richard had not the money to pay this cred- 
or before Sunday, and he was in great trouble, 
hame, fear, and duty, had a terrible battle; but 
uty conquered, he went to his appointment, and 
»und his tormenting creditor in one of the front 
jats. Richard' preached from the text requested, 
id with such effect, that one of the congregation 
lid to him next morning : — 

"I thought, while you were preaching yesterday, 
lat you were giving us some of your own experience, 
[r. Holmes, was it so?" 

'*Ye8, it was. I had the text sent me by one who 
as present; I had hard work yesterday." 

'*It is as I suspected, and I have called to furnish 
5U with the means of paying him all you owe ; and 
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I am glad to be able to do so. Your sermon yester- 
day will do good, but I am sure it must be hard work, 
as you say, to preach to creditors." 

Speaking of this circumstance to a friend, some 
time after, Richard said : — 

'*I have not often prayed so earnestly as I did on 
that Saturday moridng. Oh ! how I did cry for help 
and deliverance ; and it came, I believe, in answer to 
prayer." 

An acquaintance of mine, John Steel, to whom I 
was relating the above, observed : — 

"Ah, I can feel for that man. AVhen I first began 
to preach, and before I fully entered the ministry, I 
was many months without employment. I had been 
supplanted in the place I held as under book-keeper, 
by a young man who ofiered to do my work at less 
wages. The master offered me the same terms, but 
thinking I could soon find employment elsewhere, I 
refused. I traveled scores of miles, and tried every 
place, likely or unlikely, but all in vain ; and I got so 
reduced, and so very poor, that I would gladly have 
done anything; but trade being so bad, many were 
in light circumstances, and I was a longtime in forced 
idleness. The good woman with whom I lodged was 
very patient and kind to me, though I was getting 
deeply into her debt. I had paid her three shilhngs 
a week so long as my money lasted, but I had been 
several months and paid her nothing, and I was 
ashamed when I sat down to a meal, for I felt I was 
eating what did not belong to me. But what I feared 
most was to see my patient creditor come into the 
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shapel w hen I was preaching ; her presence always 
confused my mind, and I preached with much diflfi- 
?ulty. I owed her money, and could not pay it, and 
[ felt sure she would think more of my debt than my 
iiscourse. 

*^\s I had expected, she at last informed me that 
ihe was not really able longer to maintain me, and 
)egged I would look out fresh lodgings, and pay her 
«rhen I could, fixing my time for leaving on the fol- 
owing Monday. I ate and slept very little that 
veek. I believe I was on my knees nearly as much 
IS in bed, and I wept much of the time. I again 
ried to get employment day after day, but failed. 
)n the Saturday I made up my mind to go and enlist. 

"The nearest baiTacks were six miles from my 
jdgings. I set out without telling my landlady, 
ut with the intention of sending her my l)ounty 
loney towards what I owed. While going, I be 
lought myself that I had to preach twice on the fol- 
»^ving Sunday, and began to reason thus : 'Well, I 
lu do without food to-day. I will rise early in the 
loming, and go to the place where I have to preach 
I the afternoon and evening, and attend the morning 
)Tvice ; perhaps some one will ask me to dinner, 
fter service in the afternoon I am sure to get my 
a, and a little of something after the evening scr- 
ee. I will then return home, rise early on Monday 
lorning, and go for a soldier.' I had got about three 
liles towards the barracks, when I thus decided, but 
at onco turned back, and most of the way I cried 
ke a child." 
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**But did .t never strike you, on your journey to ] 
enlist for a soldier, that the Bible and the sword do j 
not well agree, Mr. Steel?" ] 

''No; downright hunger and poverty hardly can \ 
reason. Many have done from want what they would | 
never have even thought of in plenty." \ 

''Well, and how about the Sunday? " I asked. | 

"All happened iis I had supposed. I set out wiib- \ 
out breakfast, but got invited to dinner. I preached i 
in the afternoon and evening, got two other meals, I 
returned home, and went to bed. I expected that on 
that bed I was lying down for the last time. I was 
very tired with my day's work, but could not sleep. 
I was hot and restless, for the thought of going for a 
soldier in the morning greatly distressed me. I felt, 
what no doubt many of God's children, when passing 
through heavy trials, have felt, tempted to doubt a 
Providence. I knew I was a converted man, and 
had the witness of God's Spirit with mine that I was 
his child. I loved Him, above all things ; and while 
laboring in his cause that day, I had been very happy ; 
but, when my work was done, and my mind fell back 
on my condition, I was sick at heart, and almost 
every step home I prayed for help. 'Lord, help me/ 
had often been my prayer, but never so earnest as 
then. I was brought very low, and wondered h9W 
it was that my cries in my trouble were not heard, 
and that I was not delivered. My soul revolted at 
the red jacket and the musket, but all other ways 
seemed hedged up. In the bitterness of my soull 
asked, 'Is there a Providence? Is there a God?* 
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*Tes,' replied the faith that was not quite dead in me, 
'there is a Providence, and there is a God, and though 
he slay me yet will I trust in him/ It was a night 
of sore trial, and it was late before I fell into a troub- 
led sleep. 

**I was awakened early in the morning by a loud 
Toice crying from the bottom of the stairs : — 

" 'John Steel, John Steel ! Get up, man, get up ! 
the person that took your shop is in prison for steal- 
ing ; and if you will be quick and see the master, I 
thhik you will get it again.' 

"Get up I did, and was soon walking near the mill 
to meet the master. Oh ! how my heart beat when 
I saw him coming. He spoke kindly to me, and 
asked if I had got work. 

" *No, sir,' I replied. 

*« *Well, I shall be glad to take you into your old 
place at your old wages ; if you like you can come at 
noon.' 

**I looked round to see if there was any place 
where I could fall on my knees. My heart was full. 
I sung, and laughed, and cried, and ran home to tell 
of my good fortune. My poor landlady was much 
pleased, and promised me another week's credit. I 
went up stairs, and bowed down before my God. 
Oh ! how visible to me was his good hand in this 
thing. I was not to be a soldier, with sword and 
musket, but a preacher of peace. Many times since 
then I have been on the verge of despair in temporal 
matters — for preachers have their money diflSculties 
as well as others — ^but I have never doubted a 
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Providence, or the power of God to deliver me; and 
it has given me great sympathy with God's poor 
people, struggling with debts, for it always makes 
me think of my own trials." 

While writing the above, a magazine for August, 
1862, was put into my hand, containing a notice that 
Brother John Steel, of Holt, departed this life on the 
15th of July. ''He had won the esteem of all." 
Farewell, John 1 Thy work is done, and thy trials 
are forever past. 

The two deliverances here mentioned are only a 
type of what millions of God's servants, in various ' 
ages and places, have experienced ; and where there 
is faith in his goodness and promises, they will con- 
tinue to the end of time. 



THE BATTLE-FIELD. 

Scattered here and there over the surface of the 
earth, are fields memorable fix)m having been scenes 
of terrible conflicts. On some of them the grass 
groAvs greener and the corn is more luxuriant, from 
the blood and carnage which years ago enriched the 
soil. On others are erected costly monuments, i*ecit- 
ing the triumphs of the victors, and above them wave 
the banners which passed triumphant through the 
fight. But there are other fields where bloodless 
victories have been gained, and where many a man 
has proved himself stronger than he that taketh a city. 
There may be no monuments to mark these spots. 
The historians that keep the record of fields trodden 
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;e warriors and slippery with human gore, may 
)thing in them worthy of their pens, hut the 
of God know the places where the legions of 
ive been put to flight, and in the day of cter- 
ere will be records of grander victories than 
' heroes have attained, which have been won l)v 
brong in the Lord, and in the power of his 

\ a correspondent of the Christian at FFort, — 
3 ago, while passing through Charles street, 
, in company with a friend, a thriving mer- 
rvho, though young, was famous for his success 
berality, at a certain point near the church 
Dr. Sharpe was the preacher, he paused sud- 
md exclaimed : 

top a minute ! Just here I once fought for my 
ife, and, by the grace of God, got it.' 
ray tell me about it,' I replied. 
; happened in the time of my clerkship,' said 
on after coming from my country home to the 

left my room one Friday evening for a stroll 
Back Bay. While standing here a moment, 
lailed by a young clerk whom I had often met 
y street. He was two years older than myself, 
clever, with an ah* and manner that to me 
cry attractive. 

ooking toward the "Hill" over there, — then 
•us for its haunts of illicit pleasures, — he said : 
3 lucky to have met you. Now come up the 
;h me, we'll have such a nice time." 
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'* 'Young and social myself, it seemed impossible to 
resist. How could I ? Having taken a few steps 
toward the «'Hill," all at once the sight of the chapel 
in the rear of the church reminded me of an indef- 
inite promise I had made to an old friend, that I 
would join him * 'sometime" on Friday evening at tie 
weekly meeting there. But I was moving ««the otier 
way." It seemed now as if I heard the voice of warn- 
ing: '*If you go yonder to-night, you will never 
again feel like going to the chapel. Which party 
will you join ? Answer." 

'' 'It was the crisis of my life. Here I stood where 
two ways met. The debate was torture. I prayed 
inwardly. Power came. I stopped short, mentioned 
the pledge given to my older friend, bowed off, and 
hastened to the chapel. 

" 'What a welcome I had there! I soon found 
myself at home, and am at home there yet : in com- 
panionship with a band of young men, true fellow- 
workers, who are trying, under the leadership of 
Christ, "to make the world better for beinor in it.**' 

"The epitaph of this 'good soldier' may be found 
at Forest Hill cemetery : 

'"To Nathaniel Ripley Cobb: died May 22nd, 
1834, aged 36 ; and during a mercantile career of 
twelve years dispensed upwards of forty thousand 
dollars.'" 

This was the man who, when twenty-three years 
old, wrote these words : — 

"By the grace of God I will never be worth more 
than fifty thousand dollars. 
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"By the grace of God I will give one fourth of the 
net profits of my business to charitable and religious 
uses. 

"If I am ever worth twenty thousand dollars, I 
will give one half my net profits, and if I am ever 
worth tliii-ty thousand, I will give three fourths, and 
the whole after fifty thousand dollars. 

"So help me God, or give to a more faithful stew- 
ard and set me aside. N. E. Cobb. 

"November, 1821." 

He kept his covenant; and at one time, on finding 
that his property had increased beyond fifty thousand 
dollars, he at once devoted the surplus, $7,500, to 
charitable and religious uses. This was the man 
who on his dying bed could say, "I have been active 
and busy in the world ; God has prospered me. I 
have everything to tie me here ; I have property 
enough, but how small and mean does this world 
appear when we are on a sick-bed. My hope in 
Christ is worth infinitely more than all other things. 
The blood of Christ, the blood of Christ, none but 
Christ !" 

He being dead yet speaketh ; and a correspondent 
of a religious paper published at Richmond, Va., 
enclosing $500 for missions, said, "About ten years 
ago I began the world with what I saved from my 
wages for tending store. 4^bout the same time I 
read an account of ceilai^ resolutions of a Mr. Cobb, 
a member of a Baptist church in Boston, and I con- 
cluded, by the gi'ace of God, not only to follow his 
plan, but also the example and advice of Mr. Wesley, 
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to ^inako all you can, save all you can, and ^ve all 
you can.'" 

The soldier of the Lord wins no barren victories. 
Angels wait and watch the mighty struggle between 
the powers of sin and righteousness ; and the victory 
once gained shall send its influence throughout the 
rolling years of time to the remotest ages of eternity. 



MY WILL, NOT THINE. 

<'But the child must live. I cannot give him up," 
said poor Mrs. Weld to her pastor, who had called 
to see her sick boy. **0h, do pray the Lord to 
heal him. Two years ago his brother, my first-born, 
died. I cannot have this boy taken. Pray that he 
may live I" 

"I will pray, my sister," was the reply, '*but we 
should be submissive to the will of God. He knows 
when it is best to call our little ones away ; when He 
takes them it is to shelter them from the storms of 
this world. I will pray that, if it is God's will, the 
child may be spared." • 

**Don't pray with an Mf,'" pleaded Mrs. Weld; *'I 
want my baby, at any rate." 

God " firave" the mother her * 'request ;' ' her boy was 
brought back from the brink of the grave. But as 
the beautiful lad grew, he was strange and wayward. 
The mother's heart was filled with foreboding. He 
would not brook control, and was almost sure to do 
that which was forbidden. Unless closely watched 
he would wander off with evil companions, and be 
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gone until late at night. As he grew in sUitiire his 
strange, perverse Avays incTeased. Sometimes he 
would not utter a word for davs, no matter how nvc- 
essary the case. After a while his dumb lit would go 
off, and he would be himself again. But soon some 
other eccentricity would appear; he complaincMl of 
pain in his head, with a roaring sensation ; he would 
insist on going bareheaded and barefooted in w inter, 
on feeding the fire with snow and ice, tormenting the 
younger children, and many evil things. It finally 
became evident that he was insane. 

Mrs. Weld's grief was overwhelming. 

"In choosing life for my boy I chose sorrow," she 
said to a friend. '*0h, how self-willed and foolish 
I was !'' 

Every effort Avas made to remove the dijsense which 
caused his mental aberration, but it was of no avail. 
He was a constant soitow to his mother, who, as she 
watched the progress of his blighted life, often said : 

"God knew best when he would have taken the 
child !" 



A MINK STORY. 

Thankfulness for small favors prepares the way 
for larger ones. "By prayer and supplication, icith 
thanksgiving^ let your requests be made known unto 
God." But how often we omit the thanksorivinsr, 
and sometimes we murmur at the gifts which God 
bestows. ' 'In every thing give thanks^ for this is the 
will of God in Christ Jesus concerning you." 
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Wc know a Christian brother in the northern part 

of Maine, Stephen T , who once learned a lesson 

in thankfulness which he never forgot, and which it 
may do us good to remember. 

Stephen was quite a hunter. When only a boy 
he had shot a l>ear ; and many were the foxes whose 
turkey-stealing he had ended. He had lines of traps 
for miles in the woods back of his father's farm, and 
thought it great pleasure to tramp fifteen or twenty 
miles through the woods to his traps, if he could 
only bring home some game. 

One winter, minks seemed to be plenty. Several 
of the neighbors had caught them, and as the fur was 
quite valuable — a good mink skin bringing six or 
eight dollars — Stephen wanted Very much to catch 
one. So he prayed over the matter, asking the Lord 
to send a mink into one of his traps ; and soon after, 
as he went his accustomed rounds, sure enough, there 
was a mink in one of the traps. He joyfully ran to 
the trap and took out the mink. It was a little, 
poor, scrawny thing, with rough, thin fur, and Ste- 
phen held it up with disappointment and contempt in 
his heart. 

"Little, miserable, nasty thing !" he angidly cried, 
throwing it on the ground. A strange solemnity 
seemed to fill the place. 

* 'Is this the way you receive the gifts of the Lord?' 
said a voice to his heart : and he told his brother, 
afterward, that he felt then that he would never 
catch another mink. 

This was fifteen years ago. Stephen has lived to 
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middle age. He has since captured a dozen bears, 
numerous foxes, fishers, deer, and other wild creat- 
ures ill abundance ; his traps have been carefully 
set and regularly tended all these years, but a mink 
has never since wandered into any of them. I doubt 
if one ever will. 

But Stephen learned one lesson, — not to receive 
with ingratitude and scorn the gifts which God lie- 
stows. 



UNFAILING PROVIDENCE. 

Some time ago, there was living in the city of 
Boston a poor woman with a number of children, 
who was so entirely destitute that she had no further 
means of supplying herself or her family witli bread. 
To such a state of misery and di^stitution Avas she 
driven, that she was one Sabbath day severely 
tempted to take her own life. She overcame the 
temptation sufficiently to attend divine worship in 
the house of God. It so happened, providentially, 
that the subject of the minister that afternoon, was 
the unfailing providence of God. It was a word in 
season. Every sentence of it reached the heart of 
the poor, despairing woman. She resolved still to 
put her trust in that God who notices the sparrows 
and numbers our hairs ; and that very afternoon help 
came from an unexpected quarter. 

Her little srirl attended the Sunday-school, and 
while reciting her lesson, this particular Sunday, 
ber teacher noticed that her arm was badly burned. 
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Finding that it needed attention, and learning from 
her where her mother lived, she went to the house 
at the close of the services. There she learned their 
dreadful destitution, and was looked upon indeed as 
an angel of mercy, directly sent from God, while 
she relieved their present necessities, and promised 
to see them provided for in future. 

" The birds, without bam or storehouse, are fed ; 
From them let us learn to trust for our bread ; 
His saints, what is fitting, shall ne^er be denied, 
So long as 'tis written, * The Lord will provide/ " 



THE BEGGAR'S PRAYER. 

A wealthy merchant once gave the following 
account : — ^As he was standing at his door one day, a 
venerable, gray-headed man approached him and 
asked an alms. He answered him with severity, and 
demanded why he lived so useless a life. The 
beggar answered that age disabled him for labor, 
and he had committed himself to the providence of 
God, and kindness of good people. The rich man 
was at this time an infidel. He ordered the old 
man to depart, at the same time casting some reflec- 
tions on the providence of God. The venerable 
beggar descended the steps, and kneeling at the 
bottom, oflfered up the following prayer: — '* O my 
gracious God, I thank thee that my bread and water 
are sure ; but I pray thee, in thy intercession above, 
to remember this man; he hath reflected on thy 
providence. Father, forgive him, he knows not 
what he saith 1 ' ' 
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Thus the present scene ended. The words, 
** Father, forgive him, he knows not what ho saith ! " 
constantly rung in the cars of the rich mnu. He 
was much disconcei-ted the following night. The 
next day, being called on business to a neighboring 
town, he overtook the old man on the road. As he 
afterwards confessed, the sight almost petrified him 
with guilt and fear. He dismounted, when an inter- 
esting conversation ensued. At the close of it the 
old man remarked: — ''Yesterday,! was hungry, 
and called at the door of a rich man. He was 
angry, and told me he did not believe in the provi- 
dence of God, and bade me depart; but at the next 
house I had a plentiful meal. And this, mark ye, 
was at the house of a poor woman ! " 

The wealthy man confessed, that at this moment 
he was pierced with a sense of guilt. He then gave 
some money to the poor man, of whom he never 
could hear afterwards ; yet the sound of these words 
being impressed on his mind by the last inteiTiew, — 
"He knows not what he saith," — never left him 
till he was brought to Christian repentance. 



FENEBERG'S LOAN TO THE LORD. 

A poor man with an empty purse came one day to 
Michael Feneberg, the godly pastor of Seeg, in 
Bavaria, and begged three crowns, that he might 
finish his journey. It was all the money Feneberg 
had, but as he besought him so earnestly in the 
name of Jesus, in the name of Jesus he gave it. 
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Immediately after, he found himself in great out- 
ward need, and seeing no way of relief he prayed, 
saying, *'Lord, I lent thee three crowns; thou 
hast not yet returned them, and thou knowest how 
I need them. Lord, I pray thee give them back.** 
The same day a messenger brought a money-letter, 
which Gossner, his assistant, reached overto Fene- 
berg, saying, '* Here, father, is what you expended.** 
The lett^er contained two hundred thalers, or about 
one hundred and fifty dollars, which the poor trav- 
eler had begged from a rich man for the vicar ; and 
the child-like old man, in joyful amazement, cried out, 
**Ah, dear Lord, one dare ask nothing of thee, for 
straightway thou makest one feel so much ashamed I* 



THE BROWN TOWEL. 

<*They must be very poor who have nothing to 
give," said Mrs. Jarvis, as she deposited a pair of 
beautiful English blankets in a box that was being 
filled by the ladies of the church, to be sent to the 
poor. 

*'And now, ladies, as you are nearly through, I 
would like to tell you an incident in my history ; I 
was once very poor." 

"You once very poor?" said a lady. 

*'Yes ; I was once very poor. There came to our 
village a missionary to deliver a lecture. I felt very 
desirous to go ; but having no decent apparel to wear, 
I was often deprived of going to church, although I 
was a member. • 
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'<I waited until it was late, and then slipped in and 

)k a seat behind the door. 

'<I listened with streaming eyes to the missionary's 

;ount of the destitution and darkness in heatlion 

ids. Poor as I was, I felt it to be a great privilege 

live in a Christian land an(J to be able to read my 

ble. 

**It was proposed by our pastor that the congrcga- 

•n should fill a box, and SQjid it out with the mis- 

>nary on his return. 

''Oh ! thought I, how I would like to send some- 

ing. When I returned home my poor children 

jre still sleeping soundly, and my disconsolate hus- 

md waiting my return, for he had been out of em- 

oyment for some time. After he had gone to bed 

went to looking over my clothes, but I could find 

>thing that was suitable that I could possibly spare ; 

en I began looking over the children's things, but 

uld find nothing that the poor dears could bo do- 

ived of; so I went to bed with a heavy heart, and 

J a long time thinking of the destitution of the poor 

athen, and how much better off I was. 

*'I got to thinking over my little stock again. 

lere was nothing I could put into the box except 

o brown towels. 

''Next day I got my towels, pieced out the l)e8t 

le, and when it was almost dark, put on my bon- 

it, went to the church, slipped my towel into the 

►x, and came away thinking that the Lord knew I 

d done what I could. 

"And now, ladies, let me tell you it was not long 
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after that till my husband got into a good situation; 
and prosperity has followed us ever since. So I 
date back my prosperity to this incident of the brown 
towel." 

Her story was done, and, as her carriage was wait- 
ing at the door, she took her departure, leaving us 
all mute with surprise that one so rich and generous 
had been trained to give amid poverty. 



ik«- 



THE DEAD RAVEN. 

A poor weaver once lived in the little German 
town of Wupperthal, — a poor man in his outward 
circumstances, but rich toward God, and well-known 
in his neighborhood as one who trusted in the Lord 
at all times. His constant faith expressed itself in 
what became his habitual utterance under all circum- 
stances of trouble and perplexity. "7%e Lori 
helps y^ he was wont to say ; and he said it undaunt- 
edly, even when it looked as if the Lord had for- 
saken him. Such a time it was when, in a season of 
scarcity, work ran short, many hands were dis- 
charged, and the master by whom our weaver was 
employed gave him his dismissal. After much 
fiTiitless entreaty that he might be kept on, he said 
at last, "Well, the Lord helps;" and so returned 
home. Hjs wife, when -she heard the sad news, 
bewailed it terribly ; but her husband strove to cheer 
her Avith his accustomed assurance. "The Lord 
helps," he said; and although as the days weut 
ou, poverty pinched them sorely, nothing could 
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shake his firm reliance on Him in whom he trusted. 
k.t last came the day when not a penny was left — 
lo bread, no fiiel in the house ; only star\\*ition 
itared them iu the face. Sadly his wife tidied and 
jwept the little room on the ground floor in which 
:hey lived. The window was open, and possibly the 
svords were heard outside, with which the weaver 
strove to keep up their courage : '' The Lord helps." 
Presently a street boy looked saucily in, and threw 
a dead raven at the feet of the pious man. *' There, 
saint, there is something for you to eat ! " he cried, 
tauntingly. 

The weaver picked up the dead i-aveu, and, strok- 
ing its feathers down, said compassionately : " Poor 
creature 1 thou must have died of hunger." 

When, however, he felt its crop to see whether 
it was empty, he noticed something hard, and, wish- 
ing to know what had caused the bird's death, he 
began to examine it. What was his surprise when, 
on opening the gullet, a gold necklace fell into his 
hand! The wife looked at it confounded; the 
weaver exclaimed, '' The Lord helps !" and in haste 
took the chain to the nearest goldsmith, told him 
how he had found it, and received with gladness two 
dollars, which the goldsmith oflTcred to lend him for 
his present need. The goldsmith soon cleaned the 
flrinket, and recognized it as one he had seen before. 
*' Shall I tell you the owner?" he asked, when 
the weaver called again. 

''Yes," was the joyful answer, "for I would 
gladly give it back into the right hands." 
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But what cause had he to admire the wonderful 
ways of God when the goldsmith pronounced the 
name of Eis master at the factory ! Quickly he took 
the necklace and Went with it to his former employer. 
In his family, too, there was much joy at the dis- 
covery, for suspicion was removed from a servant. 
But the merchant was ashamed and touched ; he had 
not forgotten the words uttered by the poor man 
when he was dismissed. 

"Yes," he said, thoughtfully and kindly, "flw 
Lord helps ; and now you shall not only go home 
richly rewarded, but I will no longer* leave without 
work so faithful and pious a workman, whom the 
Lord so evidently stands by and lielps ; you shall 
henceforth be no more in need." 

Thus He who fed Elijah by living ravens, proves 
himself equally able to supply the needs of his tried 
servant by the same bird when dead. 



PAUL GERHARDT. 

Many years ago, when Paul Gerhardt was in 
Brandenburgh, in Germany, he loved to preach from 
his heart what he saw and believed in the word of 
God ; but the great Elector of Brandenburgh did not 
like his preaching, and sent to say to him: *'Paal 
Gerhardt, if you cannot preach differently from that, * 
you must leave this country." Paul Gerhardt sent 
back a message, that it Nvould be very hard to leave 
his country and his livelihood, but he could only 
preach what he found in God's word, and as long as 
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ed he would preach that. So he had to go into 
bment with his ^ife aud his little children. At 
id of their first day's joiuney they came into a 
, and rested at night at an inn they found there, 
ittle children were crying and clinging tg their 
3r ; and she, too, who had kept up all day, l>egan 

weep. This made Paul Gerhardt have a very 
' heart ; so he went alone in t)ie dark wood to 

T\Tiile he was in the wood this text came to 
md and comfoi-ted him : "Commit thy way unto 
ord ; trust also in him, and he shall bring it to 

es," he said, "though I am banished from house 
lome, and don't know where to take my wife 
ihildren for shelter, yet God, mi/ God, sees mo 
s dark wood. Now is the time to trust in him. 
ill show me the way through ; he will bring it 
Lss." He was so happy that he remembered 
text, and so thankfiil to. God, that he tried to 

the text into a hymn as he paced up and down 
,th the trees. When he went into the house he 
ds wife about the text, and began to repeat to 
he hymn. She soon di-ied up her tears. The 
•en had already gone to sleep, and she became 
.peful and trustful as Paul Gerhardt himself. 

knelt down together and prayed, and deter- 

1 to put their whole trust in God. 

ey had scarcely retired to rest when they heard 
at noise at the door. It seemed as though some 
rtant person was knocking there. When the 
Drd opened the door, a man on horseback said : 
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''I am a messenger; I come from Duke Chris 
of Meresburg, aud I am in search of Paul Gerba 
Do you know whether he has passed this way?" 

<<Paul Gerhardt?" said the landlord, "yes, h 
in this house ; but he has just gone to bed. I cai 
now disturb him." * 'But you must," said thei 
senger. '*I have a letter for him from the di 
let me see him instantly." So the landlord wen 
stairs and told Paul, who came down to see wh 
could be all about. The messenger handed to h 
large sealed letter, and, to Paul's great joy, he 
in it that the good Duke Qiiistian had heard o\ 
probable banishment of himself and family, and i 
"Come into my country, Paul Gerhardtj.and 
shall have a church and people, and house and I 
and livelihood, and liberty to preach the gosp( 
your heart's content." Paul went up and tolc 
wife, and they praised God for his love, and the 
morning they started off with light hearts and c 
steps to their new home, rejoicing in God to w 
care they had committed themselves, and who 
proved a present help in time of need, a refoj 
the hour of their distress. 

Paul Gerhardt was one of the sweet singa 
Israel, and here is one of his beautiftil hymns, < 
posed about the year 1659 : — 

Is God for me? I fear not, though all against me rise ; 
When I call on Christ, my Saviour the host of evil flies ; 
My Friend — the Lord Almighty, and he who loves me — G' 
What enemy shall harm me, though coming as a flood? 
I know it, I believe it, I say it fearlessly, 
That God, the Highest, Mightiest, forever loveth me! 
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At all times, in all places, he standeth at my side ; 
He rules the battle's fury, the tempest, and the tide. 

There is no condemnation, there is no hell for me ; 
The torment and the fire my eyes shall never see ; 
For me there is no sentence, for me death has no sting. 
Because the Lord who loves me shall shield me with his wing ! 
Above my soul's dcurk waters his Spirit hovers still ; 
He guards me from all sorrows, from terror and from ill ; 
In me he works, and blesses the life- seed he has sown ; 
From him I learn the " Abba," that prayer of faith alone. 

No angel and no heaven, no throne nor power nor might, 
No foe, no tribulation, no danger, fear, nor fight, 
No height, no depth, no creature that has been or can be, 
Can drive me from thy bosom, can sever me from thee. 
My heart in joy uplcapeth, grief cannot linger there ; 
She singeth high in glory amidst the sunshine fair ; 
The sun that shines upon me is Jesus and his love ! 
The fountain of my singing is deep in heaven above. 



TBDE DEVIL AND BILLY BRAY'S TATURS. 

I was going to tell the story that I heard from dear 
old Billy Bray. He was preaching about temptations , 
and this is what he said: — 

**Friends, last week I was a-diggin' up my 'taturs. 
It was a poor yield, sure *nough ; there was hardly, a 
sound one in the lot. An* while I was a-diggin' the 
devil come to me, and he says, 'Billy, do you think 
your Father do love you ? ' 

" *I should reckon he do,' I says. 

" <Well, I don't,' says the tempter in a minute. 

"If I'd thought about it I shouldn't ha' listened to 
him, for his 'pinions ben't worth the leastest bit o' 
notice. 

" 'I don't,' says he, *and I tell 'ee what for ; if your 
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Father loved you, Billy Bray, he'd give you as pretty 
yield o' 'taturs ; so much as ever you do want, and 
ever so many of 'em, and every one of 'em as big as 
your fist. For it ben't no trouble for your Father to | 
do anything ; and he could just as easy give you ■ 
plenty as not. An' if he loved you he would too.' j 

"O' course I wasn't goin' to let him talk o' my | 
Father like that, so I turned round 'pon him; 'Pray, | 
sir,' says I, 'who may you happen to be, comin'to g 
me a-talkin' like this here? If I ben't mistaken,! | 
know you, sir, and I know my Father too. And | 
to think o' your coniin' a-sayin' he don't love me! i 
Why, I've got your written character home to my •! 
house, and it do say, sir, that you be a liar from the , 
begiunin'. An' I am sorry to add, that I used to 
have a personal acquaintance with you some years 
since, and I served you faithful as ever any poor* 
wretch could ; and all you gave me was nothin' but 
rags to my back, and a wretched home, and an achin' 
head — an' no 'taturs — and the fear o' hell-fire to \ 
finish up with. And here's my dear Father in j 
heaven; I've been a poor servant of his, ofiTand on, 
for thirty years. And he's given me a clean heart, 
and a soul full o' joy, and a lovely suit o' white as H 
never wear out ; and he says that he will make a king 
o' me before he've done, and that he'll take me home 
to his palace to reign with him forever and ever. 
And now you come up here a-talkin' like that I ' 

"Bless 'e, my dear friends, he went off in aminutei i 
like as if he'd been shot — I do wish he had — and he 
never had the manners to say good-morning." 
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THE MOTHER'S POWER. 

The writer stood in an honored New England pul- 
pit, addressing mothers. The pastor sat in the 
Jesk, with eyes riveted upon the speaker*, until 
unbidden tears turned them downwards. A stran<rc 
interest and sympathy seemed to pervade the assem- 
bly, as they listened with rapt attention. The 
speaker felt that something unusual attached to the 
audience, though he could not divine what. There 
were many tearful eyes, a deep, impressive silence, 
and a thoughtfulness that imparted gravity to almost 
every face. The seiTice closed, and as I entered 
the pastor's library near by, in company with him, 
he broke the painful silence by saying : 

^r suppose everyone of my congregation thought 
of my dear boy when you. were speaking, — for 
fourteen years a wanderer in the laud, God only 
knows where." 

And here emotion put a period to a half-uttered 
sentence ; but the sort of mystery that per\ aded the 
congregation was now solved. 

He continued: "Last summer he wandered to 
his home, with consumption fastened upon him in 
consequence of his vices. The dear boy did no I 
know till he crossed the threshold that his mother 
survived his leaving home but thirteen months, and 
went down to her grave with a broken heart. He 
died in that room," pointing to an adjoining bed- 
room, " and we think he became a Christian. Oh, 
how often he spoke of his precious mother ! ' I 
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could never throw off her influence,' he would say. 
* Go where I might, the memory of her love and 
prayers clung to me.' The last word the boy spoke, 
and it came with a dying whisper, was the word 
mother J*^ 

We wept with that father. Whose eyes could 
refuse to at such a time ? And never, never were 
we so impressed with the magic power of a mother. 
The son had cast off the restraints of home, and 
dashed away into the paths of vice, where a father's 
tenderness seemed scarcely to be remembered ; but 
the mother's had found its way to the deepest 
recesses of his heart, to assert its power when sin 
had spent itself in riotous living. But for that 
mother's power, the wanderer would not have been 
restored, nor his soul redeemed. Her influence, 
like an angelic presence, pursued him year after 
year. If he sought the retreat of wild companions, 
it was there. If he plunged deeper down into 
haunts of revelry, it was there. And if he had 
made his bed in hell, it would have been there. 

Once we stood at the bedside of an old man, 
eighty-six years of age. His mother had been deud 
forty years. His wife died twenty years before, and 
during this latter period he had lived with his son, 
who was thoroughly devoted to his fathorV comfort. 
There the old man lay, his mind almost a wreck, 
catching gleams, now and then, of present scenes 
and future prospects, as consciousness came and 
w^ent, but all the while living over again the scenes 
of childhood, Imd pleading for his mother. When 
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the aged patriarch was near the other slioro and his 
lips were seen to move, the son, putting his oar 
down closely, distinctly heard him still calling for 
his mother. And so he left this world, with the 
memory fresh of that dear one, who dandled In'm 
upon her knee, and taught his infant lips to say, 
"Our Father which art in heaven." It was the only 
link of consciousness that held him to that mortal 
state. 

The mother in her office holds the key 

Of the soul ; and she it is that stamps the coin 

Of character, and makes the being who would be a savage 

But for her care, a Christian man ! 

Then crown her Queen of all the world. 



STORY OF JOHANNES BRUCE. 

Christians are saying to the world either that (rod 
18 false to his promises, or that God is true. You 
dishonor him by unbelief, you honor him by faith, 
the utmost honor you can give him. A German 
writer gives this in the life of Johannes Bruce, the 
founder of the order of Carmelites, who, ihouoh a 
Roman Catholic priest, was a saint indeed, distin- 
guished by his love to God and his faith. The con- 
vent was poor; and the friars, dependent on charity 
for daily bread, were often compelled to console 
themselves with the [)assage, 'sMan does not live by 
bread alone." One day the brethren found, when 
they had assembled for dinner, that their whole stock 
of food was a single piece of dry bread. They sat 
down ; they asked God's blessing upon this crust. 
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Tlioii Joliannes arose, and poured forth such words 
of (uicounigeiuent and consohitioii, concerninir the 
h>ve of Christ and the great ])romises that he hud 
irivcii his people, that all of them arose doli<:hted 
and refreshed ; and without partaking of their bread, 
returned to their cells. They had scarcely ivarhed 
them, when the bell rang at the convent gate, nudii 
man entered with a large basket of provisions Nvhkh 
were carri(Ml with a letter to the prior, Avho was on 
his knees praying. He read ; the letter dropped from 
his hands and he began to weep bitterly. The porter, 
suri)risc(l, said, '^Why do you weep? Have youuot 
often said we should weep for nothing but our sins?' 
Johannes replied, ^'Brother, I do not weep without 
reason. Think how weak the Lord must see our 
faith to be, since he is unwillini? to see us suffer want 
a siuirle dav witliout sendinof visible aid. He fore- 
saw that, before evening, wc should desj)ond, unless 
he sent innnediate h(4i) to our faith, by means of this 
charitable gift. It is because w^e possess so Utile 
confidence in tlu^ Lord, whom we are encouraged to 
trust, that mv tears flow." 



pp:ace in the storm. 

At the close of a sultry summers day, my husband 
*and his brother left home to attend to some business 
a few miles distant. After the sun went tlowii, 
clouds <i:athered aroinid the horizon. Thunder 
rolled, and lightning flashed in every direction. 
Finally the clouds >cr\\\ <l lo concentrate overhead, 
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and heaven's artillery appeared lo Ik* in full play. 
It was intensely dark, except when vivid flashes of 
liorhtnino: caused a l)lindin<j irlare of liirht for a 
moment, and then total darkness airain ; while cra>h- 
ing, deafenhig peals of thunder made the earth 
shake. So it continued for some time, flash after 
flash, and peal following peal, while the wind blew, 
and rain poured down. Altogether, it was a wild 
and terrific scene. I was alone, and though T feared 
but little for myself, I thought of those whom I sup- 
posed were out in the darkness and storm, with a 
strong, high-spirited, and rather skittish horse. I 
knelt, and commended them and other loved ones, 
with myself and our home, ijito the care* of Him who 
"hath ^fathered the wind in his fists;" who hath 
power over lightning and storm, and who saith to 
the sea, "Hitherto shalt thou come, but no further, 
and here shall thy proud waves be stayed." 

AVhile I prayed, peace and joy filled my heart, 
and I felt that the Father cared for me and mine. 
Oh, how safe w^e feel when sheltered by the Kock of 
A ores ! I shall never for^ret the sweet assurance I 
then received of a heavenly Father's love and care. 
Soon my husband and his brother returned safely, 
but wondering. While they were riding along in 
utter darkness, as near as I could judge at the same 
time that I was on my knees, they got off the road, 
or from some cause were both thrown from the car- 
riage, though not injured ; and the horse, instead of 
running away, as they supposed he would, stopped, 
and patiently waited for them to gather up the 
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contents of the wagon, luul then went carefiilly along. 
When my husband said, **I don't see what kept 
that horse from running away," my lieart replied, 
**It was the Lord." Oh, he is a present help in 
every time of trouble — blessed are they who put 
their trust in him I 



THE PROTECTING NAME. 

There are persons who join secret societies 
swear many oaths, to obtain a knowledge of cer- 
tjiin grips, signs, and passwords, by the use of which 
they hope to get assistance in any time of trouble. 

No doubt these things are sometimes useful, but 
the child of God, w^ho knows the real "Christian 
grip, " and has the blessed name of Jesus for his pass- 
word, has better "light" than he can get by "traveling 
cast," and a stronger helper than any earthly friend 
can be. 

The following anecdote of the troublous days gone 
by, illustrates the blessedness of confidence in God, 
and the virtue of that wondrous Name in which is 
found not only salvation from sin, but also fellow- 
ship and brotherhood and grace and peace : 

Soon after the suiTcnder of Copenhagen to the 
English, in the year 1807, detachments of soldiers 
were for a time stationed in the surrounding villages. 
It happened one day that throe soldiers belonging to 
a Highland regiment w^ere sent to forage among the 
neighboring farm-houses. They went to several, but 
found them stripped and deserted. At length they 
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to a large garden or orchard full of api)lo-treos 
ing under the weight of fruit. They entered by 
e, and followed a path which brought them to a 
farm-house. Everything without bespoke qui- 
s and security ; but as they entered by the front 
, the mistress of the house and her children ran 
ming out by the back. The interior of the 
3 presented an appearance of order and comfort 
:ior to what might be expected from people in 
station, and from the habits of the country. A 
1 hung by the side of the fire-place, and a neat 
-case, well filled, attracted the attention of the 

soldier. He took down a book ; it was writ- 
1 a language unknown to him, but the name of 
J Christ was legible on every l)age. At this 
ent the master of the house onteicd by the door 
gh which his wife and children had just fled, 
le of the soldiers, by threatcniug signs, demanded 
sion; the man stood firm and undaunted, but 
c his head. The soldier who held the book 
)ached him, and pointing to the name of Jesus 
t, laid his hand upon his heart and looked up 
aven. Instantly the farmer grasped his hand, 
c it vehemently, and then ran out of the room, 
oon returned with his wife and children, laden 
milk, eggs, bacon, etc., which were freely ten- 
l; and when money was offered in return, it 
it first refused ; but as two of the soldiers were 

men, they, much to the chagrin of their com- 
n, insisted upon paying for all they received. 
1 taking leave, the pious soldiers intimated to 
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the farmer that it would be well for him to secrete 
his watch ; but by the most si«^nificant signs he gave 
theiu to understand that he feared no evil, for his 
trust was in God ; and that though his neighbors on 
the riirht hand and on the left had fled from their 
ha1)itati()iis, and by foraging parties had lost what 
they could not remove, not a hair of his head had 
been injured, nor had he even lost an ai)ple fi'om his 
trees. 

* ' The angel of the Lord encampeth round about 
them that fear him, and delivereth them." '*The 
name of the Lord is a strong tower, the righteous 
runneth into it and is safe." He who has God for 
his protector, may be confident in time of war, 
secure in the midst of violence, calm amid all the 
storms of time, and happy in the ages of eternity, 
through the loving-kindness of his Everlasting Friend 
and Saviour. 



DAILY BEE AD IN HARD TIMES. 

«*It's dreadful to live this way ! I do wonder why 
God doesn't answer your prayer and send you some 
work, father." 

"Are you hungry, mother? I'm sure I thought 
we had a very good breakfast. And what a nice, 
pleasant house this is that we live in !" 

"But we've nothing for dinner !" 

"But it isn't dinner time." 

"Well, I must confess I'd like to know Avhat we 
are to have just a little while before dinner time." 
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"God has said our bread aud water saall he sure, 
but he has not promised that we shall know Ix'fore- 
haud where it's eominii: from." 

**Father," said little Maggie, **do you s'pose (Jod 
knows what time we have dinner?" 

**Yes, dear, I suppose he knows exactly t\v,\\ . IVc* 
done my best to get work, and Til go out now and 
look around; and you go to school, and don't be the 
least mite afraid, Mjiggie. There'll be some dinner." 
"But we're out of soap and starch and salcratus," 
said the mother. 

**As for the saleratus, you couldn't use it if you 
had it, unless you had some floui*. I'm sui*(» I hud 
soap when I washed my hands this morning." 

"Yes, a little bit. But it's not enough to do the 
^^ashino:." 

"But the washing will not come till next ilonday. 
As for the starch, it isn't one of the necessaries of 
life." 

"If I had some potatoes I could make some," snid 
llrs. Wilson, musingly. 

"Well, I'm going out now to try nnd find some 
^\'ork. You just cast your burden on the Lord, 
mother, and go about your housework just jis if you 
knew what was coming next, and don't go and take 
the burden right up again. That's the tr()ul)lc with 
you. You can't trust the Lord to take as good care 
of it as you think you would, and so you take it up 
again, and go round groaning under the burden." 

"Well, I do wonder he lets such troubles come. 
Here youVe been out of work these three months, 
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with only an occasional day's work, and youVe been 
a faithful, conscientious Christian ever since I knew 
you." 

''I've been an unfaithful, unprofitable servant, and 
thaVs truCy mother, whatever you may think of me,** 
replied Mr. Wilson, humbly. *'God is trying our 
faith now. After he's provided for us so long, what 
will he think of us if we distrust him now, just because 
want seems to be near, before ever it has touched 
us?" 

Mr. Wilson went away to seek work, and spent 
the forenoon seeking vainly. God saw that here was 
a diamond worth polishing. He subjected his ser- 
vant's faith to a strain, but it bore the test. I will 
not say that no questionings or painful thoughts dis- 
turbed the man as he walked homeward at noon. 
Four eager, hungry little children, just home from 
school, to find the table unsprcad, and no dinner 
ready for them; an aged aud infirm parent, fix)m 
whom he had concealed as far as possible all his dif- 
ficulties and perplexities, lest he should feel himself 
a burden in his old age, awakened to a realization 
that there was not enough for him and them, — these 
were not pleasant pictures to contemplate, and all 
through the long, weary forenoon Satan had been 
holding them up to his view, and it was only by cling- 
ing to the Lord, as drowning men cling to the rope 
that is thrown to them, that he was kept from utter 
despondency. 

"Thou knowest, O Lord, that I've done my best 
to support my family. My abilities are small, but 
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[Ve done my best. Jsow, Lord, I'm waiting to see 
hy salvation. Appear for me ! Let me not be put 
o shame. 

" 'Increase my faith, increase my hope, 
Or soon my strength will fail.* " 

So he prayed in his own simple fashion as ho 
vralked along. 

It was all true as he had said. His abilities wore 
Qot great. Some frivolous young people at prayer- 
meeting smiled at the phraseology of his prayers. 
But there were educated men and earnest women 
Rrho were helped and strengthened by those very 
jrayers. Religion had raised a man above medi- 
)crity to whom Nature had been niggardly. Witli- 
)ut it he would have been a cipher in the community 
—or worse than a cipher. 

He drew near to his own door with something of 
ihrinking and dread. But the children rushed out 
o meet him with joyous shouts. 

«*Come right in, father; quick! We've got a 
plendid dinner all ready. We've been waiting for 
rou, and we're fearfully hungry." 

The tired steps quickened, and the stronglj^ drawn 
ines in the weary face softened to a look of cheerful 
[uestioiiing, such as was oftencst seen there. He 
iame in and stood beside his wife, who was leaning 
)ver the stove, dipping soup out of the big dinner- 
3ot with a ladle. 

'*How is this, mother?" said he. 

*«Why, father I Mr. Giddings has been over from 
Bristol. He came just after you went out. And he 
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says a mistake wa^ made in your account last August, 
which he has just found out by accident ; he owed you 
three dollars more, and he paid it to me. So 1—" 

'*I don't think it was by accident j thou<rh," said 
Mr. Wilson, interrupting her. 

"Well, I thought as we had nothing for dinner I'd 
better 1)uy some meat and — " 

"Do you think it was accident that sent us that 
money to-day, mother?" persisted the thankful man. 

"No, I don't think so," said his wife, humbly; 
"I think it was Providence. And I'm thankful, I'm 
sure. I did try to trust, but I'll try harder next 
time. You haven't heard the whole, though. Mr. 
Giddings wants you next Monday for all the week, 
and he thinks for all summer." 

The grace at table was a long one, full of thanks 
and praise, but not even the youngest child was impa- 
tient at its length. 



PEAYING TO CHANCE. 

A lady, Avho had forsaken her God and the Bible 
for the gloom and darkness of infidelity, was cross- 
ing the Atlantic, and asked a sailor one morning bow 
lonof they should be out. 

"In fouilecn days, if it is God's will, we shall be 
in Liverpool," answered the sailor. 

"'If it is God's will!'" said the lady; "wbat a 
senseless expression ! don't you know that all comes 
by chance ?" 

In a few days a terrible storm arose, and the lady 
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ood clinging on the side of the cabii. door in an 
jony of terror, when the sailor passed lier. 
*'AVhat do yon think," said she, **\vill the storm 
)on be over?" 

'*It seems likely to hist for some time, madam/' 
'^Oh !" she cried, "pray that we may not be lost." 
His reply was, "Shall I pray to chance?" 



THE INFIDEL'S GIFT. 

In a little gathering for religious worship in the 
ty of Boston, while talking together of the conflicts 
id blessings of the Christian's way, a preacher 
lated how, in a severe trial, the Lord had sent him 
ncly help from an unexpected source, throuii^h a 
m who had little sympathy Avith him in many of 
i opinions, but who was yet a paitaker of the same 
rinof fiiith in Christ. 

When he had concluded liis storj", another ])eliever 
ve similar testimony, and said that the Lord was 
t at all dependent upon particular sects, nor even 
on Christians, for means to supply the wants of 

people ; but that he could cause sinners, and even 
posers, to assist them in their time of need. 
This brought to his feet a brother whose heart 
jnied full, and who remarked that what had becji 
d had brought fresh to his memory the mercies of 
5 Lord, and he proceeded to telHiis Thanksgiviiig 
»ry, su])stantially as follows : — 
Ee had been sick, unfortunate, and destitute of 
>rk and resources, until he had become deeply 
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involved in debt, and though now favored with 
employment and prosperity, he had only been able 
to i)artially free himself from his indebtedness, and 
had not felt at liberty to provide himself with all 
things which, under other circumstances, could be 
desired for the comfort of his family. And as 
Thanksgiving day approached, he saw no way to 
procure the comforts which are usually expected in 
families on that festive occasion. 

"Aren't we going to have anything for Thanks- 
giving?" said his wife to him one day. ''I thought 
perhaps some of the hands at the shop would give 
you something." 

*'Well, perhaps they may," he replied, but as 
time passed on, nothing was said to him about it, 
and he came to the day before Thanksgiving, seeing 
no way open before him to provide for the accustomed 
feast. He went to his work. The day wore away, 
and nothing came ; but just before night, a shop- 
mate, well known as an open disbeliever of the Bi))lc, 
called him to a window in the rear of the building, 
and bade him look. He did so, and beheld one of 
the finest turkeys he ever saw. 

'*This is for you," said the shop-mate ; ''and here 
are five dollars to buy the fixings." 

Astonished and surprised, he exclaimed, "Pniise 
the Lord ! Praise the Lord !" 

''There," said the shop-mate, "if you are going 
to praise the Lord, you sha'n't have it. /gave you 
this turkey, and if you are going to praise the Lord 
for it, you shaVt have it." 




TALES OF TRUST. 191 

"I can't help it ; I must praise the Lorl," was the 
reply; **for it has come in a time of need ;" and he 
then related the circumstances which have been men- 
tioned. 

"Well," said the man, ''since you really need it, 
you may have it, this time ; but I will never give you 
anything again as long as I live." 

The brother kept on, however, praising the Lord, 
and went gladly home to his family, and as they 
gathered around the well-filled board, they had a 
Thanksgiving day indeed. And though the shop- 
mate had declared he never would give him anything 
again, if he praised the Lord, ** Yet," said the brother, 
"in less than a week, he came and handed me ttvo 

This was the story : and may the Lord bless the 
man who did the kind act, and convert him to Christ, 
ind reward him in His kingdom I 



THE HEART OF A STRANGER. 

** There's some sort ofafiirrin body at the door 
nrantin' ye, ma'am," said an Irish girl to her mis- 

aress. 

There had been already half a dozen ''furrin" 
ind other sorts of '* bodies " asking favors that day ; 
ind the little lady of the house was weary, and had 
aid down on a lounge in her own room with a new 
X)ok in her hand. ** Tell her I am lying down, and 
mng up her message," she said, without taking her 
iyes from her book. 
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The girl returned, saying, "It's work she's 
wantin', like all the rest uv 'em, ma'am ; but I can't 
repate half the gibberish she tould me to." 

"Tell her I have no work, and know of none 
(elsewhere," was the answer. 

The door closed heavily under the hand of the 
heartless girl ; and the lady felt that she hadjlone 
wrong, and almost heard the Avords, "For ye 
know the heart of a stranger." And the days 
came back to her Avith strange- power, when she, a 
young and beautiful orj^han, had CTosscd the sea 
fi-om Engbmd, to gain her bread by her accomplish- 
ments ; and she remembered how, after only one 
vear of toil and loneliness, when a kind word was as 
a jewel to her, she became mistress of this beautiful 
liomc, and the mother of the lonely little ones who 
had been her pupils before. She wished she had 
seen this " furrin sort of a body "and listened to 
her story, if nothing more, and cheered " tjie heart 
of a strauirer." 

As the poor applicant descended the steps, after 
receivini^r the cool messaire, made cooler bv the ser- 
vant's lieartlcss tone, she looked up the street and 
tlien down, as if not knowing Avhich way to go; and 
then moved off in an aimless kind of Avay, and was 
soon lost to fiiixlii. 

She went up one street and down another, occa- 
sionally ringing a bell, only to l)o told that the lady 
was out, or that she could not bo seen. !She was a 
stranger in the city, and soon irot confuhcd in her 
Avanderinofs : but she knc^w the street and lumibcrof 
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her temporary home. She was weary at last with 
her ringing and inquiring, and asked a boy the way 

to H street. He directed her, and she turned 

her face thither, when she was seized with a sudden 
impulse to ring one more bell. 

Ascending the long flight of stone steps before 
her, she did so, and was not a little suri)rised to see 
the same stern, cold woman, who repulsed her an 
hour ago — miles away as she thought. 

Before she could frame a question, she was saluted 
with, ''What! are ye back again, after the lady 
tellin' ye to be gone, that she had neither work nor 
charity for ye ? And I tell ye " 

«« Catherine," called the lady, who had heard the 
heailless words, " I want to see that woman in my 
room. Send her up." 

"She's the very same furriner ye sent away an 
hour ago, ma'am ; she's just persistin' on yer helpin' 
her, whether ye will or no," said the woman. 

'' Send her up, Catherine," was the soft repl3^ 

The lady was surprised to sec, in place of the 
rough creature she had pictured to herself, a well- 
developed girl of twenty years, with cheeks like 
roses, teeth like pearls, and with a flood of golden 
hair which the proudest belle might envy — a buxom, 
rustic beauty. 

'* Well, my girl, what can I do for you?" asked 
the lady kindly. 

**You gives me vork; I does it good for small 
moneys. I valk, valk, all days, four veek, and ask 
much lady vill she give me vork. But no vork yet I 
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When passage is paid, I has twelve dollars, unci I 
pays Ludvig Anderson vife two dollars veek, aud 
vash and irons and sews for my home till I has vork. 
Now six veek gone, money gone, sleep gone; Lud- 
vig sick, and must vork hard for his childs and 
vife, and I can no more eat his bread for no pay. I 
talks some very good Anglish, cause I know girl in 
Sveden who had been five year in 'Merica; and 
more I learn on ship, and of 'Merican family in home 
vith Ludvig Anderson ; so ladies have no trouble 
vith my Svede talk.^ 

** What can you do?" asked the lady. 

*'A11 things. I spins and veaves this gown and 
shawl and all my clothes. I can sew for queens ; I 
can knit stockings, vash good, makes breads, cooks 
dinner, all, all things for few moneys. I good to 
little childs and alvays smiles. I do all the ciy in 
nights, when 'lone ; " and here her voice broke, as if 
she were breaking this rule for once. 

*« But why do you ever cry, my good girl?" 

"Oh, lady, Sveden so far, far avay; my vun 
brother so long gone to sea ; my mother so sick, and 
so hopes I vill send her money and some days bring 
her to me. But I gets no vork, and no friend only 
Ludvig from my place, and he sick and poor. Svcde 
minister home, and Svede minister here, give me 
good paper for honest, God-lovin' girl." 

And she handed her recommendations from a clean 
envelope, wrapped in a snowy handkerchief. 

'' You may come to me to-morrow and stay for a 
week, and if you arc a good seamstress I will get 
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you all the work you am dr)," replied the lady 
kindly, after reading the '' good paper." 

Selma dropped a low courtesy, kissing the lady's 
baud, and said, solemnly: «' God, he thank you; 
my sick mother, she thank you; and myself thank 
you." 

"How strange," thought the lady, jifter Selma 
had gone to tell her joy to Lud wig's wife, " that no 
one engaged her before I saw her. Who could 
withstand her innocence and beauty ? " 

There was good reason why no one had lightened 
the poor girl's burden before. No lady had seen 
her. All had left it to the judgment of weary or 
thoughtless servants to decide whom they should 
see, and whom they should not ! 

When Selma had been a week in tliis house, she 
was found to be a necessity there. No one could 
»ew and darn like her ; no one could so gently and 
tenderly wash and dregs the poor little invalid hoy 
of the house ; no one could charm away a headache 
or sing a baby to sleep as she could. Another 
helper had not been dreamed of in the house ; but 
once Selma was there, life took on new charms for 
the whole family. Home grew brighter for the 
&,ther, because he saw more of his wife ; she was 
relieved of nuich care, and had time to read and 
make herself interesting; and the children were 
entertained and instructed and loved, by the girl 
who served them so faithfuUv. 

When she had been two months in the house her 
friend Ludwig appeared one day with a letter from 
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ber mother in Sweden. And after laughing aiidcrj" 
ing over it, and kissing it tenderly many timeftt 
Selma gave this English version of it to her mistress J 

" When you go away from me, child beloved, my 
heart was dark like night-time. You on the great 
sea, and many days the sky black, and wind loud; 
and me lone and with pain. Neighbors come and 
talk kind, but I went only to God then. When you 
got to land I say in my heart, 'My child nj home, no 
money, m:iy be Ludwig dead, and she be T^ith bad 
stranger.' Many day, many week, I cry and pray, 
and then come letter — you safe with Ludwig, but 
hard times and no work. I want wings to fly ov«r 
the sea to my child, but I have no wings, so I must 
ait slill. My heart near breaks. All days I think, 
and all nights I dream, only of Selma, Selma. My 
heart be a great load, and my tears a fountain like 
King David, and I know not how I will live cut in 
two from you, my child beloved ! 

" One day I sit, knit, knit, knit, for my bread, 
and sudden fell on my soul a great peace from God, 
a1)()nt you. I hear no voice. I sees no light; but 
only God's peace. Then I know it is well with 
you ; that you have friends, and work, and his smile 
on you shine. All care go to the winds, and I have 
now wings for fly up to God's home, and thank him, 
for he has hide my Selma, beloved, under his ^^'ing. 
That the blessed day of all days. Its sun never set, 
and all time I am happy for my child." 

Here Selma paused, and, looking at her mistress, 
said : — 
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"Perhaps that day I come two times to your door, 

and God say to you, * Take her in.' " 

"No matter wliother it was that verv <lav or not, 
Selma. He sent you here, and I thank him I'or it. 
That was my work to comfoi-t the heart of a stran<rer. 
Mid yours to relieve me of a load of care and of 
i^ork which I could only lay off on common hands. 
8e hopefid and faithful, and before long we will 
mug the dear mother over the sea ; and she can 
rast and pi*ay, and knit, knit, knit, here as well as 
bfire." 

Let us be careful how we send the stranger, or 
Qj' applicant for honest w^ork, from our door. \\\» 
lay thus thrust away both the work and the bless- 
ig which God designs for us. 



GOD'S RAVEN. 

A ladv who lived on the north side of London, sot 
lit one day to see a poor sick friend, living in Drury 
ane, and took with her a basket provided with tea, 
itter, and food. The day was fine and clear when 
le stai-ted ; but as she drew near Islington a thick 
% came on, and somew^hat frightened her, as she 
18 deaf, and feared it might be dangerous in the 
"eets if she could not see. Thicker and darker the 
\ becanu* ; they lighted the lamps, and the omnibus 
nt at a walking pace. She might have got into 
Dther omnilms and returned ; but a strong feeling 
ich she could not explain made her go on. When 
jy reached the Strand they could see nothing. At 
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last the oiiiiiil:)us stopped, and the conductor guided p 
her to the foot-path. As she was groping her way 
along, the fog cleared up, just at the entrance to 
Drury Lane, and even the blue sky was seen. She 
now easily found the narrow court, rang the number 
5 bell, and climbed to the fifth story. She knocked ! 
at the door, and a little girl opened it. j 

''How is grandmother?" 

"Come in, Mrs. A ," answered the grand- 
mother. '* How did you get here? We have been 
in thick darkness all day." 

The room was exceedingly neat, and the kettle 
stood boiling on a small, clear fire. Everything was 
in perfect order ; on the table stood a little tea-tray 
ready for use. The sick woman was in bed, and her 
daughter sat working in a corner of the room. 

*'I see you are ready for tea," said the lady; **I 
have brought something more to place upon the 
table." 

*'With clasped hands the woman breathed a few 
words of thanksgiving first, and then said, '*0 Mrs. 

A , you are indeed God's raveu, sent bj'^ him to 

bring us food to-day, for we have not tasted any yet. 
I felt sure he would care for us.** 

^•But you have the kettle ready for tea?" 

"Yes, ma'am," said the daughter: "mother would 
have me set it on the fire ; and when I said, 'What is 
the use of doins: so ? you know we have nothin<r in the 
house,' she still would have it, and said, *]\Iy child, 
God will provide. Thirty years he has already pro- 
vided for me, through all my pain and helplessness, 
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id he will not leave me to starve at la«t : ho will 
jnd us help though we do not yet see how.* In 
lis expectation mother has l>een waiting all day, 
lite sure that some one would come and supply our 
3ed. But we did not think of the possibility of 
)ur coming from such a distance on such a day. 
ideed it must be God who sent you to us.** 
*'The righteous cry, and the Lord heareth, and 
jlivereth them out of all their troubles." 



WATCHING FOR RAVENS. 

Mrs. Rogers was a poor widow woman who had 
)ur little children ; the eldest w-as about eight years 
Id. One evening, in the midst of winter, her chil- 
ren were hungry, and she had no food to give them, 
lut she loved and served God ; and trusting in him 
) provide for their daily bread, she kneeled down 
) teU him of their wants and ask him to supply 
lem. 

At the close of the prayer, the eldest said to her, 
Mother, does n't the Bible say that God once sent 
)me ravens with bread to a man who was hungry ? 
•on't you think God can send us some ravens with 
read now^ just as well as he did- then? I'm going 
► open the door or they can't get in." 

A few minutes after, the village magistrate passed, 
id glancing through the open door, said to Mrs. 
ogers, "My good friend, how does it happen that 
)ur door is standing open this cold winter's night?'* 

<*It was my little boy who opened the door a 
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momeut ago, iu order, as he said, that the ravens 
raiffht come in and brin«: us some bread." 
1^ Now it so happened that this gentleman was actu- 
ally dressed in black from head to foot. 

' * Ah , indeed !" said ho laughing ; "Richard is right. 
The raven has come, and he is a pretty big one too. 
Come with me, my little man, and I will show you 
where the bread is." 



A DYING TESTIMONY. 

"I want that man to go home to our house. I 
don't know what his name is, — that man who opens 
his mouth and the Bible runs right out." 

This was the request of a Christian woman when 
arrano-enients were beinor made for the entertainment 
of the fj:ucsts who attended a religious meetins: held 
near her dwelling. No person who was acquainted 
with William Pullen would have had any difficulty 
in deciding who Ihe stranger was that she wished 
invited to her home, for among all the Christians it 
has been our joy to know, we have never seen one 
in whom the word of God dwelt so richly as in him; 
never one from Avhose lips so much of the good word 
of God would flow in an equal period of time. A 
humble, quiet, laboring man, making no pretensions 
to learning or culture, yet earnest and fervent in 
spirit; his prayers, his exhortations, and his testi- 
monies were almost one continual stream of Scripture 
quotation, bubbling up as easily and naturally as 
Avaters from a flowing fountahi, and refreshing those 
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ho received with meekness the ingrafted word. 
It was something more than twenty years afro that 
, after having for some time profcssod faith in 
irist, was called to a fresher experience and hroader 
3 brighter knowledge of the Word of truth, and a 
fher life of faith on the Son of God. P()ssc>sc(l of 
)perty amounting to some two or thrc(^ thousand 
liars, he sold and gave alms. He dispcifscd and 
re to the poor, visiting the fatherless and the wid- 
s in their affliction, teaching, and bearing witness, 
ublicly and from house to house," and striving to 
) extent of his ability to labor in the cause of 
rist, and to invite men to prepare to meet the 
dge of quick and dead. 

Earnest, enthusiastic, and possibly at some times 
3r-zealou8, there were many to find fault and rebuke 

zeal, and among them, one man who had b(»en 
)ught up in his father's family, and who, from pov- 
y, had attained to a condition of comparntive atHu- 
5e, possessing perhaps four or live times as much 
)perty as William. This man seemed especially 
dous about the welfare of his neighbor, often i)re- 
ting that in giving away his property he \\ ould 
ne upon the town, and make himself a subject of 
irity ; and when after some years he removed from 

native place to one of the manufacturing cities 
Massachusetts, this man predicted that ho would 
5ome a public charge, and the authorities would 
id him back to the town from whence he came, to 
provided for. 
rhe good man still lived on, and prayed, and 
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labored, and distributed as he had opportunity, until 
after several years he removed to Boston, whereto 
closing days were spent. After twenty years of this 
experience of blessing and of faith, during which time 
his family had grown up, and were in prosperouB 
circumstances, he came at last to the close of his 
pilgrimage, and from his dying bed he sent back 
special word to his old companion and neighbor, and 
bade them tell him that he had served his. God, dis- 
tributed of his means to the jiecessi ties of the saints^ 
had taken time for Christian labor, and endeavored 
to be faithful as a steward of the Lord, and that no^ 
he had come to the close of his life, and was about to 
die ; liis children were provided for, he had never 
known the lack of any good thing, and he had enough 
of this world's goods to carry him through, and ^ur 
hundred dollars to leave behind I 

The message went back. How it was received we 
know not. This we were told by a trustworthy infor- 
mant : his prosperous neighbor who had his portion 
in this world, and who found fault with the fidelity 
and zeal of the servant of God, fell at last into some 
financial difficulty, conveyed his property to some 
members of his family, afterwards, when desu*ous of 
regaining it, was unable to do so, and to-day the once 
prosperous, wealthy man is old and poor and friend- 
less, living upon the charity of others, and is himself 
realizing in his own experience the trials which he 
had predicted as likely to come upon the zealous 
child of God. 

The unbeliever may view this as a mere coinci- 
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dence, bat the believing Ghristian has seen t<K) many 
such coincidences to doubt the faithfidness of God in 
caring for his trusting ones, and also the mysteries 
of his providence by which he abases the proud, and 
exalts the lowly, and fills the poor with good things, 
^hile the rich are sent empty away. 



HOW TO OVERCOME. 

How much we are constantly losing in our weak- 
ness, by not availing ourselves of God's power! 
How little we make use of God ! Manv Christians 
think, or act as if they think, that God concerns 
himself only with great things in their experience, 
such as sickness or death, or some overwhehnini; 
calamity which may occur only rarely in a lifetime. 
But how differently does Christ teach us. If his 
instructions on this point mean anything, do they 
not mean that whatever interests us interests our 
heavenly Father? Surely we make a grievous mis- 
take if we do not carry every petty, besetting sin to 
our Father for help to overcome; every little duty 
for grace to do; every burden for strength to bear; 
every perplexity and anxiety for him to lighten. 
How w(mderfully this course helps us, when avc are 
child-like enough to try it. 

These thoughts have just been illustrated by listen- 
ing to a conversation on the subject. A middle aged 
Christian man, with only a little education or culture, 
but with very good common sense, and especially 
with a faith remarkable for both simplicity and 
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strength, was speaking of his experience in leaving 
off tobacco. He had become convinced that it was 
sinful for him to use it, and also injurious to his 
health, so he at once and wholly abandoned it. A 
lady present inquired, <'But did it not cost you a 
great struggle ? " 

He replied, «<Indeed it did, till I looked straight 
up to the Lord to take away the 'hanker.' He did 
it, ma'am. I had only one temptation after that. I 
met a man smoking, and I wanted hard to smoke 
myself, but 1 thank the good Lord that he kept me 
from it, and has kept me ever since, almost two 
years." 

He went on to say, *'The Lord always helps us 
when we ask him, and believe he will. I want to 
tell you about a bad hors^ that belonged to a team 
that I drove to the city for several weeks. His last 
driver couldn't got along with him anyhow. He was 
always making trouble. I dreaded him. I could 
always get along with a bad yoke of oxen, but never 
knew how to manage an ugly horse. 

''The first day I was to drive, I went out to the 
stable all of jv tremble. I kneeled right down on the 
floor, and said, 'O God, you know all about that 
liorse, and you know all about me. Make his dispo- 
sition good, and make my disposition good. Do 
help us to get along together.' Then I felt better, 
and, ma'am, for the six weeks that I drove the team 
with that dangerous horse in it, I never had any 
accident or trouble. If he began to act cross, I 
would go up to him, pat him, and talk good to him. 
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and he'd go on as peaceable as a lamb. I bcb'evo 
that when our Saviour says, 'Ask, and it shall be 
given you,' he means just what he says." 

O ye of little faith, wherefore did ye doubt? 
Believe in a God for every day, a loving, fatherly 
God. The mother binds up the little bruised finger 
of her child as tenderly as she would its broken arm. 
The father would no sooner deny the child its daily 
meals, than he would deny it food, if starving. So 
our heavenly Father, wh6 has made ample provision 
for the sorest needs, has not forgotten the smaller 
necessities. He has a balm for all little heart bruises ; 
a crumb for all heart-hunger ; a staff for every weak 
hand. Lean on the staff every day ; use the balm 
every minute. 



OLD MR. SPURGEON'S COW. 

My grandfather was a very poor minister, and 
kept a cow, which was a very great help in the sup- 
port of his children — he had ten of them ; — and the 
cow took the *' staggers" and died. 

''What will you do now?" said my grandmother. 

"I cannot tell what we shall do now," said he, 
"but I know what God will do: God will provide 
for us. We must have milk for the children." 

The next morning there came £20 to him. Ho 
had never made application to the fund for the relief 
of ministers, but on that day there were £5 left when 
they had divided the money, and one said, "There 
IS poor Mr. Spurgeon down in Essex, suppose we 
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send it to him." The chairman — a Mr. Morley, of 
his day — said, '*We had better make it £10, and I'll 
give £5." Another £5 was offered by another mem- 
ber, if a like amount could be raised, to make it up 
to £20, which was done. They knew nothing about 
my grandfather's cow, but God did, you see; aud 
there was the new cow for him. And those Gentle- 
men in London were not aware of the importance of 
the service which they had rendered. c. h. spurgeon. 



**GOD WILL TAKE CARE OF YOU." 

A gentleman, walking along one of the streets of 
Philadelphia, was accosted by a boy who pleaded for 
a penny. The gentleman was at first inclined to 
send him away, but something in the boy's face for- 
bade that, so he asked : — 

*'What do you want to do with a penny ?" 

*'Buy bread, sir," was promptly answered. 

"Have you had nothing to eat to-day?" 

''Nothing, sir." 

*'Boy, are you telling me the truth?" asked the 
gentleman, looking him steadily in the face. 

"Indeed I am, sir." 

"Have you a father?" questioned the gentleman, 
now thoroughly interested in the boy. 

"No, sir; father is dead." 

"Where is your mother?" 

"She died last night. Come with me and I will 
show you where my mother is." 

Taking the hand of the boy, the gentleman followed 
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his guide down a narrow alley, and stopped before a 
miserable place which the boy called hornet l^ish- 
'mg open a door, he pointed to his detul mother, and 
md: — 

"There is my mother, sir." 

**Who was with your mother when she died?" 
isked the gentleman, deeply moved. 

"Nobody but me, sir." 

"Did your mother say any thing before she died?" 

"Yes, sir; she said: *God will take care of you, 
nyson.' '* 

Sooner than his dying mother had dared to hope, 
jod had honored her faith by sending to her son one 
vhose heart was touched with tenderest pity for his 
»ndition. The gentleman was a Christian, to whom 
jrod had intrusted much of this world's goods, aud 
he little orphan was kindly cared for by him. 

God in his Word is called the Father of the fiither- 
ess. He has said that none of them that trust in 
lim shall be desolate, and it is safe to trust in his 
)romises. 



STOCKWELL ORPHANAGE. 

Mr. Spurgeon finds in his enterprises success by 
rorking on faith. In a late address he said about 
lis orphanage, that when the idea was fii'st started, 
16 had his hands fiill, having his college to attend 
0. But God had helped him, and he decided to 
ake in hand the building of the Stockwell Orphan- 
ge. An old lady started the schf me by offering 
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him £20,000. Ue found that it was a bad year to 
commence, and another drawback was that the 
money was invested in niilway shares, upon which 
he could not raise a single farthing. Fiiends, 
however, came forward and gave him the money 
required, so that he had the £20,000 by him. He 
was pleased to say the shares were woilh nearly 
£30,000 now. God, in his infinite mercy, had helped 
him when he was in need. He was once staying vntii 
an old friend of his, Dr. Brock, in Regent's Park, 
and in course of conversation Mr. Spurgeon said he 
had to pay a builder the next day the »um of 
£3,000, and he had only £1,000 to meet it. He 
added however, that he was sure the required sum 
would be forthcoming. Dr. Brock said, *'I am 
glad you have such confidence." Singularly enough, 
a telegram came to him, saying that a gentleman 
had called at his house and had left £2,000 for the 
orphanage. The institution received gifts of various 
kinds, for which the trustees were very grateful. 
Some time ago a merchant sent a load of turnips, 
and, singularly enough, a sheep from another individ- 
ual was sent. At a meeting of the tiTistees recently, 
it was stated that £360 were in hand, and the bills 
sent in amounted exactly to that sum. On another 
occasion he said that they had got to the bottom of 
the treasury, and he asked how much they had in 
their pockets. The sum of £150 was then raised. 
He prayed to God that he would help liis children, 
and he asked in perfect faith. On the Sabbath day 
after the meeting, some one said to him, "How 
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.l)out your prayer?" Ho answered, that Ijefore the 
un had gone down that evening he received £800. 
le not only received that sum for the orphaaige, 
►ut he had money for other purposes. He asked, if 
led be faithful, why did they not tnist him? 



GIVING TO THE LORD. 

In 1860 a minister in Ohio was engaged to statedly 
ipply a congregation who were in arrears for a 
hole year's salary to their former pastor, and were 
ily able to promise their *'supply"five dollars a 
imday till the old debt should be paid. At the 
ose of the year, only about two thirds of this 
Qount had been paid. So it was not strange that 
eir ** supply" soon found himself in arrears for 
any things. That year the cost of his periodicals 
one had amounted to sixteen dollars. This he 
>uld not pay, and as none of them could be stopped 
ithout payment of arrearages, the debt must con- 
lue to increase. 

On New- Year's day the minister was called to 
arry a couple, and gave the fee, five dollars, to his 
ife, saying, "I want you to get yourself a dress 
ith this." There was a kind of material much worn 
en, which she had very much admired, a dress of 
hich would cost four dollars. So she went to the 
ission periodical to find the address of the mission 
cretary, thinking to send the extra dollar there, 
it as she glanced over its pages and noticed the 
ials and straits of the missionaries, and the 
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embarrassment of the Board that year, her heait ws. 
touched, and she felt that they needed the mon 
more than she did the dress, and instead of the on 
she concluded to send the five dollars. 

She went to her husband and read her letter t^^^ 
him. *'0h," said he, I'm afraid we are too poor U^ ^^ 
give so much/' With a little feeling of disappoinSf' -•^' 
ment she said, '*Well, give me the change and I wi7 -*^" 
send what I had intended at first." ''No," said ht=-^ ®» 
*'you have given it, and I dare not take it back." 

And so Avith a prayer that God would accept an* ^^^^ 
bless the gift, she signed her letter, ''A Friend ccr::^*^^ 
Missions," thinking, as no one would know th^ -^® 
author, that was the last she would hear about it i 
this world. 

The ladies of that congregation were accustome 
to meet weekly at the parsonage to sew for those ii 
need. The next week a lady who was visiting in the^^^^ 
place came with her friends, and as she entered thc= 
parlor she tossed a bundle into the lap of the minis- 
ter's wife, saying, ''Mrs. , here is a present for 

you." 

The present was a dress pattern of the same kind 
of material she had intended to purchase. And as 
she thouirht to herself, "God has given me this in 
place of whjit I have given," she was reminded of the 
words, "Give, and it shall be given unto you." But 
that was not the end. 

A short time afterwards she received a letter from 
the Secretary of the Board of Missions, enclosing a 
l^rinted copy of her own letter, and asking if she 





TALES OF TRUST. 211 

were the author of it; and added, '*If so, a large- 
hearted man in Now York has authorized me to send 
you twenty-five dollars, with a special request tliat 
you purchase a dross worth five dollars, and give the 
rest to your husband and children." There was her 
five dollars back, ^^^ith four times as much more 
added to it. There was one incident proving the 
truth of those inspired words: "He that hath pity 
upon the poor lendeth unto the Lord ; and that which 
he hath given will he pay him again." Prov. xix. 17. 
The Lord is not slack concerning his promises, 
and why is it that we are so slow to trust him when 
he pays his debts so promptly and pays such bounti- 
ful interest too? Well, it is impossible for him to 
lie, and he would have his people learn this, by 
trusting his word at all times. 



THE FIVE DOLLARS. 

*'Canyoulet me have five dollars this morning? 
I want to put it into the contribution," said a young 

wife in the city of B , one Sunday, as she was 

preparing for meeting. 

The husband hesitated. He had not yet learned 
to sympathize in all the views and feelings of his 
praying wife, whose style of giving seemed, perhaps, 
to him a little like the good woman'* method of mak- 
ing rhubarb pies ; — first putting in sugar as long as 
her conscience would allow, and then shutting her 
eyes and adding another handful ; — and though by 
no means niggardly in his allowances, he thought she 
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was rather going to extremes in the bestowment cp^ 
her means for the support of public worship. 

''I think you give more than your part," said he. 

"Well," replied the wife, "if you don't feel tha-^^*^ 
you can afford the money, if the Lord wants me t 
have it, he will provide it in some other way ; so Z 1 
shall have it if it is his will." 

"Well," said he coolly, "I think I will wait, an 
see if the Lord provides you the money." 

The lady quietly acquiesced, but as she turned t 
put on her bonnet she thought of the little flock on 
saints among whom her lot was cast, and remembere 
their poverty, which often led her to give more lib — 
e rally than she might otherwise have done, and she^^® 
lifted her heart in prayer to God, that if it was 
will, the money she had desired might be provided. 

Having completed her preparations for meeting, 
she turned and passed into another room, where she 
met her husband's brother, who had just entered the 
house, and who, of course, knew nothing of the con- 
versation that had occurred. He was fumbling in 
his vest pocket, and drew forth out of it a little dingy 
wad of paper, which he unfolded, and finding it to 
be a five-dollar bank-note he turned to her saying: — 

"There, 'Marth,'ril give you that." 

She took the money, — the first and the last he ever 
jave her, — and turning to her husband showed it to 
tiim ; — an evidence of the gracious care of her heav- 
snly Father. 

«*I shall never dare to reftise you again," said he, 
»c v./* looked with surprise upon the amount so 
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providentially furnished, and so the good wife went 
her way in peace. 

^^He has been as good as his word," said (lie wife, 
as she told the story; '*he has never rofiisod me 
money for the Lord's cause, since that dav." 

The wife still lives and gives, and looks to the 
Lord for supplies, and does not look in vain. And 
one day, not long ago, when times were hard, and 
notes were to be paid, and funds were low, Ik* said 
to her: "I guess I shall have to try your way, and 
ask the Lord for money to help me out." 

Who knows but he does pray sometimes? Who 
knows but he will ? There is more praying done 
than we hear anything of; and the lesscms of a consist- 
ent, earnest faith in God, are not always in vain, even 
when no immediate fruit appears. !May God bless 
the husbands of these praying wives, and win them 
to Christ and to his kingdom. 



OLD BETTY'S PRAYERS. 

There once lived in one of our large cities a poor 
colored woman, named Betty, who had been confined 
hy sickness for nearly twenty years. By the few 
friends who knew her she was familiarly called, "Poor 
Betty." Betty had seen comfortable days. She had 
lonof been blind, and was said to be one hundred and 
five years old. 

Mr. B was a man of wealth and business in the 

same city. His signature was better than silver on 
the exchange, because it was more easily transferred. 
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His sails whitened the ocean, his charity gladdened 
many hearts, and his family gave impulse to many 
benevolent operations. Notwithstanding the pressure 

of business, Mr. B often found time to dropiu 

and see what ])ecame of poor Betty. His voice, and 
even his step, had become familiar to her, and always 
lighted up a smile on her dark, wrinkled face. He 
would often say some pleasant things to cheer this 
lonely pilgrim on her way to Zion. 

One day Mr. B took a friend from the country. 

to see Betty. As he stopped and entered the cottage 
door, he said, *' Ah, Betty, you are alive yet." *'Yes, 
tank God," said Betty. ''Betty," said he, *Mvhy do 
you suppose God keeps you so long in this world, 

poor and sick and blind?' ' While Mr. B 's tone 

and nuumer were half spoilive, he yet uttered a seri- 
ous thought which had more than once come over 
his mind. 

Betty assumed her most serious and animated 
tone and replied ; "Ah, Massa, you no understand it- 
Dare be two great things to do for de church ; one 
be to pray for it, toderbe to act for it. Now, Massa, 
God keep me alive to pray for de church, and bo 
keep you alive to act for it. Your great gifts no do 
much good, Massa, without poor Betty's prayers." 

For a few moments Mr. B and his friend stood 

silent, thrilled and astonished. They felt the knowl- 
edge, the dignity, the moral sublimity of this shoil 
sermon. It seemed to draw aside the veil a little, 
and let them into heaven's mysteries. '^'Ycs, Betty," 
replied Mr. B , in the most serious and subdued 
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tones, *'your prayers are of more consequence than 
my alms." This short sermon, preached by poor 

Betty, was never forgotten by Mr. B or his 

friend. It made them more prayerful, more submis- 
sive in affliction, more patient to accept without a 
question the providential dispensations of Him who 
doeth all things well. 



THE LORD'S PAYMENT. 

Those who lend td the Lord make safe invest- 
ments. The world may sneer, but the Lord repays. 
A friend writes as follows : ' ' Reading to a skep- 
tical friend the account in The Christian, of a 
woman who lent her money to the Lord and received 
it again in return, he asked if I thought the woman 
would not have received the money just the same if 
she had not loaned it. I replied, ' No/ and received 
a smile of derision in return. 

'* Soon after, I felt called to try the same experi- 
ment by clothing a poor little girl for the Sunday- 
school. I am a poor woman. I had given one 
tenth of my earnings to the Lord's treasury, feeling 
that it was as much as was required of me ; but I 
could not bear seeing the poor thing going so 
shabby, and thought to myself, 'I will lend it to the 
Lord, and if he never repays me, it will not kill 
me.' I did so, and fitted out the child for the 
Sunday-school. Only a few days after, two of my 
neighbors took it into their heads to purchase a gar- 
ment and make it up for me. It required just twice 
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the number of yards of cloth that I bought for the 
little girl. * Well,' thought I, ' the Lord just 
doubles the pjiy.' I cannot give any reason why 
these neighbors did this. We had been neighbors 
only three months ; they were poor as well as myself, 
and were in no wise indebted to me. They 
remarked that they were almost afraid to give it, 
fearing that I might think they considered me needy. 
I replied : * You did not know what you were doing 
when you did it. I shall think more of that gar- 
ment than any other I have.' 

" It is safe to lend to the Lord, is it not? To me 
this recollection will always be pleasant, because I 
feel that God noticed my poor little offering that I 
lent fo him." 



THE LORD'S CAEE FOR A CHILD. 

When so many well authenticated instances of 
special Divine interposition in behalf of those who 
trust in God, are already on record, and still con- 
stantly occurring, why should we doubt the fact, and 
in a caviling spirit try to explain them away, or treat 
such occurrences with indifference? Do we believe 
God ever made a revelation of himself to man, even 
second-handed? Do we hold sacredly true the 
an^relic interference in Daniel's behalf when cast into 
the fierce lion's den? And is not God the same 
to-day? Cannot he who closed the mouth of the 
lions who would otherwise, in ordinary cases, have 
devoured his prophet, also even now shut the mouth 
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of the ravenous wolf that would devour an iniio<!cnt 
child ? Let us *« have faith in God." Mark xi. 22. 
A remarkable case of the preservation of (he life 
of a little twin girl of but nine years of age, from 
the ferocious forest wolves, has lately occurred. The 
scene is laid in Plattville, Col. ; the parenl.s of the 
child are named Sutherland, and the instance was 
fully naiTated in the Denver News of Nov. 29th, 
1875. The child went with her father on a cold 
afternoon to (he woods to find the cattle, and was 
told to follow the calves home while the father. con- 
tinued his search for the cows. She did so, but the 
calves misled her, and very soon she became conscious 
that she was lost. Night came on, and with it the 
cold of November, and the dreaded wolves. With a 
sti-ange calmness she continued on her uncertain way. 
The next day, Sunday, at 10 a.m. she reached in her 
wanderings the house of John Beebe, near a place 
called Evans, having ti'aveled constantly eighteen 
houi^s, and a distance of not less than twentv-five 
miles. AH night the wolves growled around her, 
but harmed her not; neither was she in tlic least 
frightened by them, although we are far from sup- 
posing Colorado wolves to be as harmless as kittens. 
All know that in ordinary cases fierce packs of l)I()od- 
thirsty wolves would devour a man, and oven a horse. 
But this little one was invincible in hor trustinof, 
simple faith. The naiTative states : ** She said that 
the wolves kept close to her heels and snapped at 
her feet ; but her mother told her that if she was 
good the Lord would always take care of her, and so 
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she knew the wolves would not hurt her, bemuse God 
wouldnH let them ! " The child was hunted for by a 
great number of people, and being found, was | 
restored shortly to her parents in perfect health and 
soundness. 

"God wouldn't let them ! " . Blessed, sweet faith! 
Blessed, believing child ! And blessed be the mother 
that teaches her children to "be good," and trust in 
the power of the living God "always." 



\ 



A merchant, in answer to inquiries, refers back to ' 
a period when, he says, "In consecrating my life ' 
anew to God, aware of the ensnaring influences of 
riches, and the necessity of deciding on a plau of 
charity before wealth should bias my judgmeut, I ' 
adopted the following system : — 

"I decided to balance my accounts as neai'ly as 
I could, every month; and reserving such a portion 
of profits as might appear adequate to cover probable 
losses, to lay aside, by entry on a benevolent account, 
one tenth of the remaining profits, great or small, 
as a fund for benevolent expenditure, supporting 
myself and family on the remaining nine tenths. I 
further determined, that when at any time my net 
profits — that is, profits from which clerk-hire and 
store expenses had been deducted — should exceed 
$500 in a month, I would give twelve and a half pei' 
cent; if over $700, fifteen per cent; if over $000, 
seventeen and a half per cent ; if over $1,100, twenty 
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€r cent ; if over $1,300, twenty-two and :i half i>or 
?ut; thus increasing the proportion of th(» wlioh? as 
od should prosper, until at $1,500, I should ^'ivo. 
renty-five per cent, or $375 a month. As capital 
as of the utmost importance to my succo>s in l)nsi- 
jss, I decided not to increase the forcjroing sralc 
itil I had acquired a certain capital, after which 1 
>uld give one quarter of all net j)rofits, groat or 
lall ; and on the acquisition of another certain 
lount of capital, I decided to give half, and on 
quiring what I determined would he a full suffi- 
nicy of capital, then to give the whole of my net 
ofits. 

"It is now several years since I adoi)ted this plan, 
d under it I have acquired a handsome capital, and 
ve been prospered beyond my most sanguine ox- 
ctations. Although constantly giving, I have ncvcu* 
t touched the bottom ofmy fund, and have been 
peatedly astonished to find what large drafts it 
)uld bear. True, during some months I have en- 
untercd a salutary trial of faith when this rnlc^ has 
i me to lay by the tenth, while the remainder 
oved inadequate to my support; but the tide has 
on turned, and with gratitude I have recognized a 
avenly hand more than making good all past 
ificiences." 

Many others, doubtless, might tell a similar story 
they but dared to make the same bargain at the 
itset. A Avise man said, — "There is that scattereth, 
id yet increase th : and there is that withholdeth 
ore than is meet, but it tendeth to poverty." 
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WHEEE SHALL WE PEAY? 

Because it is written, '*When thou prayest, enter 
into thy closet," it does not follow that prayer can be 
offered acceptably nowhere else. It is right to pray 
iu the closet, but sometimes we need help just now, 
and there is no time to run to the closet to pray. 
Then we must cry out to God where we are, like 
Peter, who, when he walked on the water, instead of 
keeping his eyes on Christ, began to look at his sur- 
roundings, and at that moment began to sink. He 
could do nothing but pray^ and he must be quick 
about it. The earnest cry, ' 'Lord, save me ! " brought 
an answer, and he was rescued. 

A little fellow was on a hay-loft, high above the 
barn floor; he came too near the edge, lost his foot- 
ing and fell to the floor. Those around wondered 
that he was not killed, or seriously injured, but he 
said : — 

''When I found I was going, I asked God to take 
care of me, and he did." 

Often in time of temptation, if we could not lift 
our hearts to God, and receive his aid on the spot, 
we should surely be overcome. A minister in Jscw 
Hampshire, while preaching on this subject some 
years ago, said that no one could pray w^hile about 
his work, or without leaving everything else, and 
bowing before God. Just then. Aunt Phillis, a good 
old, colored washer-woman, in the congregation, was 
heard by those sitting near her, to say, in a suppressed 
tone : — 



TALES OF TRUST* 221 

^^Thafs a lie, /know, for IVe had as good a time 
graying over the wash-tub as I ever had anywhere." 
3ho worked for her daily bread, and had not always 
IS much time as she wished to spend in the closet, 
JO the best she could do under the circumstances, 
«vas to lift her desires to God while her hands were 
employed with her duties, and in answer, his bless- 
ing rested upon her. 

A quick, earnest prayer from a heart that feels the 
need of present help, -though expressed in but few 
words, brings an answer, whatever the posture may 
be; while a formal prayer on bended knees, in the 
closet or in the sanctuary, may fail of any blessing. 



TRUSTING IN PROVIDENCE. 

In early times, in the great Northwest, a young 
married couple, just starting out for themselves, with 
limited means, were reduced to absolute want, so 
that on one occasion, both were so weak from sick- 
ness and a lack of nourishing food, as to be wholly 
unable to leave the house. Being very far from 
neighbors, they could not inform any one of their 
condition. What were they to do under these pain- 
ful circumstances? Must they starve in a land of 
plenty ? 

The husband complained bitterly over their sad 
condition, and wondered much why they must bo 
left to die of starvation, to say nothing of the disease 
that kept them in doors. . The husband, being skep- 
tical, had no faith in asking help ftom on hjgh, while 
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the wife, being a devoted Christian, told her husband, ^ 
''We must trust in Providence for help in this, our 
time of need," and earnestly prayed: "Our Father, 
give us this day our daily bread." 

About the time of the conversation above referred 
to, a well-to-do farmer had occasion to drive his team 
by a grist-mill, and halting it before the mill, said to 
the miller in a pleasant manner: "How much boot 
will you give me by exchanging hats with me, as my 
hat is better than yours?" "Oh," said the miller, 
"I think a sack of flour would make it about aueven 
trade between us." "Agreed," said the farmer; 
"though I have no need of the flour, I will stick to 
the bargain, as it was I who proposed the trade." 

On his way home the farmer had to pass by the 
house of the sick people, and coming near, he halted 
his team, and instinctively carried the sack of flour 
to their door, and thus the Christian woman's prayer 
was fully answered, and from that hour the sick 
people's various needs were known to the public, 
and properly supplied; and in after years, the hus- 
band delighted to tell how he had learned an impor- 
tant lesson in "trusting in Providence." 



A NEW-YEAE'S INCIDENT. 

One New-year's-day I was going out to visit some 
of my poorer neighbors, and thought I would takes 
sovereign to a certain widow who had seen days of 
competence and comfort. I went to look in my 
drawer, and was so soiry to find I had but one 
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overeign left in my bank for the iK)or, and my nllow- 
nce would not be due for two or three weeks. I 
ad nearly closed the drawer upon the solitary sovcr- 
gn, when this passage of Scripture flashed so viv- 
lly into my mhid, "The Lord is able to give ther 
uch more than this'' (2 Chron. xxv. 9), that I 
fain opened the drawer, took the money, and entered 
e carriage which was waiting for me. When I 

rived at Mrs. A 's, and with many good wishes 

r the new year, offered her the sovereign, I shall 
5ver forget her face of surprised joy. The tears 
n down her cheeks while she took my hands and 
id, *'May the God of the widow and fatherless 
ess you ; we had not one penny in the house, nor 
morsel of bread ; it is he who has heard my prayers, 
id sent you again and again to supply my netjd." 
ou who pray for and visit the poor, and enjoy the 
lessedness of reliovmg their temporal wants and of 
leaking to them of Jesus, you will understand the 
ladness of heart with which I returned home. 

In the country we had only one post daily ; so 
hen evening came on, and it was nearly ten oVloek, 

was not a little surprised at receiving a letter. 
Hien I opened it, how my heart beat for joy when 
read these words from a comparative stranger : — 
You will have many poor just now to claim your 
ity and your help ; Qiay I beg you to dispense the 
aclosed five pounds as you see fit? — and I have 
rdered a box of soap to be sent to you for the same 
urpose." These boxes of soap are worth four 
ounds. Thus did our gracious God send nine times 
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as much as I gave for his sake, before that day 
closed. Read Prov. xi. 24 ; xix. 17 ; Luke vi. 3 
Will you who read, ask the Holy Spirit to g 
you in every action? Luke xi. 13. Jesus 
accept and requite. 



TRUST. 

I cannot see with my smaU human sight, 
Why God should lead this way or that for me ; 
I only know he saith, «*Child, follow me ;" 
,But I can trust. 

I know not why my path should be at times 
So straitly hedged, so strangely barred before ; 
I only know God could keep wide the door ; 
But I can trust. 

I find no answer, often, when beset 
With questions fierce and subtle on my way, 
And often have but strength to faintly pray ; 
But I can trust. 

I often wonder, as with trembling hand 
I cast the seed along the furrowed ground. 
If ripened fruit for God wiU there be found ; 
But I can trust. 

1 cannot know why suddenly the storm 
Should rage so fiercely round me in its wrath ; 
But this I know, God watches all my path, 
And I can trust. 

I may not draw aside the mystic veU 
That hides the unknown future from my sight, 
Nor know if for mo waits the dark or light ; 
But I can trust. • 

I haye no power to look across the tide. 
To know, while here, the land beyond the river, 
But this I know, I shall be God's forever; 
So I can trust. 
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"I WILL INBTBUOT THEE, AND TEACH THEE IK THE WAT 
WHICH THOU SHALT GO; I WILL GUIDE THEE WITH MINE BYE." 

Ps. xxxii. 8. 

** Trust in the Lord with all thine heart, and lean 

NOT UNTO THINE OWN UNDERSTANDING. In ALL THY WAYS 
ACKNOWLEDGE HDC, AND HE SHALL DIRECT THY PATHS." 

pROV. iii. 5, 6. 

**In God I have put my trust; I will not fear what 

FLESH CAN DO UNTO MB." Ps. Ivi. 4. 

*^I WILL SAY OF THE LORD, He IS MY REFUGE AND MT 

portress; my God, in him will I trust. Surely he shall 

DELIVER THEE FROM THE SNARE OF THE FOWLER, AJND FROM 
THE NOISOME PSSTILENCB. He SHALL COVER THEE WITH HFS 
FEATHERS, AND UNDER HIS WINGS SHALT THOU TRUST ; HIS 
TRUTH SHALL BB THY SHIELD AND BUCKLER." Ps. xci. 2-4. 
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THE GUIDING HAND. 

On the eleventh day of March, 1841, the steaiiKjr 

President lay in New York harbor ready to sail for 

Liverpool. Right beside it lay a sailing vi\ssol, tlie 

Sir Isaac Newton, also on the point of leaving, bound 

for Germany. A foreign gentleman and his family, 

who were going home to Hambm'g, had engaired their 

passage on the sailing vessel, and their baggngti was 

already on board. When, however, the family came 

on board, the gentleman noticed with surprise a large 

3ngine strapped upon the deck. It was a locomotive 

Deing sent to Australia, as the United Stales at that 

ime supplied them with railroad engines ; and this 

)ne, proving too large for the hold, had been secured 

ipon deck. 

''I do not like the looks of that engine," said the 

oreigner, uneasily. '* In case of a storm, it might be 

oosened from its position and make trouble a])oard." 

There was but a moment to decide. He looked at 

he President, a large, fine-looking steamer, and made 

(227) 
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up his mind to embark upon her. Instantly he gave 
orders for the transfer of his baggage, which was no 
sooner accomplished than the President was freed 
from her moorings, and, with a feeling of relief in 
having secured the change, he and his family gladly 
turned their faces homeward. No whispered onicle 
told of the coming doom. Just when the vessel 
yielded to the power of the terrific storm which two 
days later it encountered, whether suddenly or with 
prolonged agony its many passengers met their awful 
fate, no one was saved to tell. The vessel started. 
It never reached the destined shore. Between these 
two facts its terrible secret lies hidden until the day 
when the sea shall give up its dead. The friend 
who recently told me this incident embarked on the 
sailinof vessel, which left at the same hour as the 
President, cnconntered the same storm, but reached 
her destination in safety. 

There are mvsteries in life which it is in vain for 
us to attempt to explain. We call them prpvidences, 
and we well may, for they are certainly not the work 
of man. AVe plan and act for what seems our best 
good, and the result proves the exact opposite of our 
intentions. It may be to our destruction — it may be 
to our salvation. Instances similar to this may come 
to tlie recollection of many who read it. I once 
stood with a mother as she bent in agony over the 
grave of her first-born son, with a grief which found 
vent in the reiterated expression of her one thought, 
*'I did it I" He was about leaving her after a vaca- 
tion spent at home, and, after the good-by was said, 
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she followed him to the gale, and, in thi' sorrow at 
parting, begged him to remain *'one da}' longer." 
Although distuihing his plans, he yielded, staid the 
one day longer, and left her the next morning to 
meet his fate before sunset — one among many victims 
of a fearful railroad disaster. 

One other incident will never be forgotten. I was 
spending an evening, many years since, with a party 
of young pe6ple, when, in the midst of a game, the 
hilarity was hushed by the announcement: **The 
Monongahela has sunk ! " Many faces turned pale, 
and, hurrying home, some spent the night in bitter 
weeping. A party of friends, some of them brolluTs 
and sisters, had written that they would lelurn on 
that boat, and were expected the next day. In this 
case the sorrow was turned into joy. The friends 
came home safely, and the singular explanation 
followed : *'Our trunks were put on board the 
Mononirahela, and we had no other thouirht than to 
return by that boat, when some one of the party, 
almost thoughtlessly, proposed spending a day in 

P . After a little talkinor and lanofhino: over it, 

this was decided upon, the baggage taken off, nnd 
the party saved." God, after all, was in the decision. 

While we tremble to take any such responsibility 
into our own hands, if we commit our way unto Ilini, 
we shall be led aright. It is a fearful thing to ven- 
ture alone upon the great sea before us all ; but those 
who trust in God may be sui'e of being brought into 
a safe haven. If he is our guide, even a wreck like 
that of the President will not prevent om* entrance 
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into our final port in peace. *'The Lord shall guide 
thee continually," is the gracious promise to the 
tnisting saint. "I will instruct thee, and teach thee 
in the way which thou shalt go : I Tvill guide thee with 
mine eye. Be ye not as the horse, or as the mule 
which have no understanding ; whose mouth must be 
held in with bit and bridle," is the counsel of Inspi- 
ration ; and when we walk in the fear of God, and the 
fellowship and love of his Son, we can say with 
confiding faith, "Thou shalt guide me with thy 
counsel, and afterward receive me to glory." 



THE MISSENT LETTER. 

There is every reason to believe that God not only 
permits, but decrees, disappointments oftentin^ies, 
on purpose to bless those who suflfer them. ««A 
man's heart deviseth his way, but the Lord directeth 
his stops." The following is but a single instance of 
many in which, by a slight blunder, one is made to 
cross his own choice, and find his best good in the 
very thing he refused. 

James Jcrrold was out of work. He was a young 
man with a young wife, and had but lately begun the 
world for himself. His only trade was that of a 
salesman in a dry goods store, and until his recent 
loss of place, by the dissolution of the firm that 
employed him, he had earned enough to enable him 
to live in comfort. To be left with nothinor to do 
distressed him, for he was too poor to aftbrd even a 
short idleness. Many days he spent vahdy seeking 
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work. He studied all the colunms of "wauls" iu the 
city papers, and made applications far and near, by 
letter and in person. He left liis name at the rooms 
of the Young Men's Christian Association, in the 
hope of possibly being provided for by this means. 
Repeated failures would have disheai-tened him, Init 
his good wife kept him hopeful, and daily prayer 
preserved his strength and courage — for James 
Jerrold. believed God. 

At last, one evening, the mail brought liim two 
letters, one from <*Slater and Bunce," offering him a 
situation and a large salary, the other from * 'Wallace 
& Co. ," stating a vacancy, mentioning his api)lication, 
reference, etc., and inviting him to **C()me on and 
try it." But the salary promised was small. James 
felt, on comparing the two letters, as niucty-uine out 
of a hundred would have done. The first offer was 
a tempting one-^flattering, in faet. The establish- 
ment of Slater and Bunce was a large and fashion- 
able one. Besides, he was obliged to consult his 
own needs. The large salary would make ui) for his 
loss and waiting. He wrote a letter, accepting the 
situation ; another one to Wallace & Co., declining. 
Both he and his wife thanked the kind Providence 
that had dealt so bountifully with them. Only that 
morning, in the lesson at family worship, they had 
read the words, *'A11 things work together for 
good to them that love God." Certainly the 
precious saying had been verified to them. They 
could not know that God was about to explain that 
text to them in a different way. Fancy the surprise 
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when uext day came the rejoinders to James' letters. 
Slater and Bunce wrote their *' regrets" that he had 
declined their offer, and Wallace & Co. named the 
time when he was to report himself at their store, 
and commence his duties ! James had carelessly 
changed the envelopes when he inclosed his replies, 
and each firm had received the letter meant for the 
other. Anxiously he hurried to the city to rectify 
his mistake. But he was too late. The vacancy in 
the wealthy and fashionable establishment had been 
filled. Then James could only accept the inevitable. 
But he went to his new work and small salary with 
a heavy heart. He was capable and faithful, and his 
employers were pleased with him. Wallace & Co. 
were an old and safe fiim, and their favor was 
something worth while to a striving young man. 
One (lay he was startled by a piece of news that had 
suddenly become the talk of the market, and he 
seized the first opportunity to hasten home and tell 
it to his wife. Slater and Bunce had failed. James 
Jerrold's mistake had proved a **blessing in dis- 
guise" to him. 



WHO SPOKE TO HIM? 

The subject of our meeting one evening was 
** Special providences." The minister closed with a 
remark of Richard Baxter: *'He that is willinjr to 
watch for providences, will have providences to 
watch." 

' 'I believe that," quickly replied an earnest brother, 
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as he rose for a few remarks, <'for it tallies with my 
experience. The belief that God controls ovoiy 
event in our lives, was confiimed to my mind bj' a 
circumstance which transpired years ago, and which 
I will briefly relate : 

"When a young man I was requested to carry a 
letter in haste to a family some half a mile distant. 
I went just as I was, in slippers and shirt-slecvcs. 
The stream which I had to cross was swollen by 
recent rains. After delivering the letter 1 started 
immediately for home. But as I reached the l)ridge 
a voice seemed to say to me, 'Go down by tlie river 
and muse.' I was fond of walking by the stream 
and listening to the murmuring of the waterfalls; 
yet I gave no heed to the suggestion, but pushed on 
my way. Presently the voice said again, *(i() down 
by the river and muse.' I was almost staillod by 
its distinctness ; but as I was not properly dad for 
such a diversion, I excused myself on that ac count. 
But the voice said a third time, with such authority, 
'Go down by the river and muse,' that I dared not 
disobey. I went at once, but with no purpose be- 
yond each step. 

<'I had gone but a little way, before I saw a lunid 
bobbing up and down in the -stream. I at onc(i 
recognized the golden hair as that of little Lizzie 

G . Soon an eddy in the current brought her near 

the shore, when I stepped into the water and drew 
out her apparently lifeless form. She was in a little 
while restored to consciousness, and carried to her 
home. In endeavoring to cross the stream on a 
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fallen tree, a limb to which she clung gave way, and 
she had floated a long distance down to the place 
where she was rescued. She and her mother cease 
not to thank me to this day for rescuing her from a 
watery grave. Was not that the voice of Providence 
CidUng me to that duty?" 

How many we might save from sin's destructive 
ways, who are being carried down the swift current 
of an irreligious life, if we would but heed the moni- 
tions of conscience, and the voice of God 1 They 
would speak our names with gratitude, and remember 
us when earth's heroes are forgotten. 



WYAT AND HIS CAT. 

Infidels may sneer at the Bible accoimt of the 
persecuted prophet of God being fed by ravens, 
when hiding by the brook Cherith from his powerful 
enemies; but what will they say of the authenti- 
cated fact, that a persecuted prisoner, in the Tower 
of London, was fed by a catj which, contrary to its 
instincts, brought pigeons to feed a stai*ving man? 
Yet this strange circumstance is asserted as an un- 
questioned fact by the author of **Her Majesty's 
Tower," a work dedicated to the Queen Victoria, by 
her " Majesty's express permission." 

Sir Henry Wyatt, of Allington Castle, Kent, was 
a Lancasterian in politics, and during the wars of 
the Red and White Roses, spent no little of his time 
under watch and ward. The Wyat papers, from 
which the author quotes, say : — 



TALES OP TllUST. 235 

*'He was imprisoned often; once in u cold and 
narrow tower, where he had neither bod ta lie on, 
nor clothes sufficient to warm him, nor meat for his 
mouth. He had stai*ved there had not (jod, who 
sent a crow to feed his prophet, sent his and his 
country's martyr a cat both to feed and warm him. 
It was his own relation unto them from whom I had 
it. A cat came one day into the dungeon unto him, 
and, as it were, offered herself unto him. He was 
glad of her, laid her in his bosom to warm him, and 
by making much of her won her love. After this 
she would come every day unto him divers times, 
and, when she could get one, bring him a pigeon ; 
and his keeper dressed for him, from time to time, 
such pigeons as his caterer, tUp cat, provided for 
him. 

** This was not one of the idle tales, circulated by 
the monks of that age to impose on mm ignorant, 
credulous people for selfish ends, but the plain and 
unvarnished statement of one of EnHand's «:reat 
men, the friend and follower of Henry of Richmond, 
who, when king, rewarded his friend witli several 
great and lucrative offices about his palace. And it 
is said, 'One picture of the old knight, with his 
faithful cat, pigeon in paw, was seen in South Ken- 
sington gallery of portraits.' " 

And why should this, or any other unusual mani- 
festation of Providence, be questioned, when stated 
by well-known and responsible persons, having no 
conceivable motive to deceive? Are not the very 
hairs of our head numbered, and do we not live and 
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move aud liavo our being in Him who fiUeth all 
things? God is not the impersonal myth of an 
infatuated philosophy, and the course of nature is 
not the wound-up clock-work of a wonderful machin- 
ery, but the conservation of an infinitely intelligent 
and unchangeably good Conservator. 



CHANGING THE COURSE ONE POINT. 

Walking across Palace Square in Rio de Janeiro, 
Brazil, with an American ship-master^ he invited me 
to accompany him to his hotel. While, there, he 
showed me a very large gold medal he had received 
from the British government for saving a ship's com- 
pany at sea. The circumstances were these : One 
night at sea, when it was the captain's "mid- 
watch," — the watch from twelve, midnight, till four 
o'clock ill the morning, — just before turning in, he 
gave the officer of the watch the ship's course — the 
direction in which she was to be steered. While 
undressing, it was impressed on his mind that he 
ought to change the course a point ; but he could see 
no reason for the change, as the ship was on the 
right course for the port of her destination. He 
turned in and tried to fall asleep, as it was only fom* 
hours to his watch ; but the impression that he ought 
to change the ship's course kept him awake. In 
vain he tried to throw oflf that impression ; and 
yielding to it, he went on deck and gave the order 
for the change. On returning to his berth, he was 
asleep as soon as his head was on his pillow. The 
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next day he sighted a ship in distress, and made sail 
for her. The ship was in a sinking condition, and 
he rescued the whole ship's company. Shortly 
after, a gale of wind arose and carried the sinking 
ship to complete destruction. Hsid not the Amoriian 
captain changed the course of his ship that evening, 
he would not have come in sight of the ship in dis- 
tress, and all of the company would have perished. 
What was so mysterious to the captain the previous 
evening, was plain enough now. That Suj)reme 
Being who makes the clouds his chariot, and who 
rides upon the wings of the wind, sent this ship to 
rescue those souls in peril, and that in answer to 
prayer offered thousands of miles away. **They 
that go down to the sea in ships, that do business in 
great waters, these see the works of the Lord and 
his wonders in the deep." 

All along the coast of Maine much prayer is 
offered for the lives as well as the souls of sailors ; 
and sea-faring people, knowing (his, are inconragcd 
in the hour of distress and peril. A neighboring 
ship-master, who was just starting on a voyage, 
was, with other neighbors, invited to my lather's to 
take tea. At the breaking up of the party, as was 
the custom in those daj^s, prayer was offered, and 
special mention was made of the neighbor who was 
soon to be exposed to the perils of the deep, that 
God would prosper him and bring him home to his 
family in safety. On that voyage the captain's ship 
foundered in mid-ocean, and all hands were in open 
boats fourteen days on a more or less stormy sea. 
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The captain said to the writer: <' I remembered 
your father's prayer, and I felt confident it would be 
answered, and that we should reach land in safety. 
All fear was taken away." 

In many places along the coast of Maine there is 
a concert of prayer for seamen once a week. A 
captain from one of those places was in great peril 
in a terrific storm one evening, and in great distress ; 
when he suddenly remembered that his neighbors at 
home were praying for him at that hour, and his 
mind became as calm as the waters of Gralilee when 
Christ said, '' Be still." '* Oh that men would praise 
the Lord for his goodness, and for his wonderful 
works to the children of men 1 " 



THE WIDOW'S NEED. 

One cold, stormy evening, my children were in 
bed, and I had seated myself with my work, when 
my husband came from his study, and said : "Mary, 
I want you to take a basket and fill it Avith food for 
Mrs. L ." 

''Why!" I exclaimed, "I shouldn't dare to: it 
would never do ; they have just moved here. She 
seems so proud and inelined to keep aloof from the 
neighbors ; she would feel insulted. What could 
have put such an idea in your head?" 

Said my husband : ^'As I sat reading, the impres- 
sion came to nie so strongly that that' woman was in 
need, I must help them, I cannot shake it off, I 
will go with you." 
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With many remonstrances and olyoctions on my 
party a basket was filled with bread, meat, teu, coffee , 
and such things as my pantry afforded. We went to 
the door, and as I had called on her with other 
neighbors, it seemed best for me to go in. I had 
been repelled by her distant and haughty mauuor, 
and I dreaded to go on this errand. In answering 
my knock, she led the way to the sitting room, and 
with much embarrassment I put down the l^asket and 
said a few kindly words. 

For a moment she stood still, white and trem- 
bling ; then, bursting into tears, told me her situation. 
Three little children, she a widow with very scanty 
means, and this Saturday night she had put the last 
food on the table for supper. *'Then," said she, "I 
went on my knees to the Lord and told him all, 
asking him to help me in my desolation. iSIy father 
was a good old minister, and I knew his God would 
not forsake me. While I was yet speaking I was 
helped. 

SOWING PRECIOUS SEED. 

<'How it rains ! I think I will not go out with 
my tracts this afternoon," said a gentleman to him- 
self one wet Sabbath. Then, retiring from the 
window, he threw his bundle of tracts upon the 
table, and, yawning, dropped into his easy chair. 

There he sat, idly musing, w^hile the sacred hours 
fled. By and by his little daughter came in from 
Sunday-school. Seeing his bunch of tracts on the 
table, she said: 
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''Why, pa, haven't you been with your tracts?** 

''No, my dear." 

"Are you going with them, pa?" 

"Not to-day, my dear. It is so very wet." 

"O pa, let me go with them ! IVe got my bonnet 
on and can soon take them round." 

"No, no! It's too wet for anyone to go out. 
Wo must stay at home, my dear." 

"I won't get wet, pa. I'll take the big umbrella. 
The people will want the tracts. Do please let me 
go, pa." 

These and similar pleas conquered the reluctant 
father. The little girl started. She knew the dis- 
trict, aud was soon at her blessed work. A few 
steps led her to a large, old house with a big knocker. 
She rapped again and again, but no one replied. 
The poor child's patience was almost exhausted when 
she heard a sound in the house. Another knock, 
and the door was opened by a woman who wore a 
good dress, but whose face the little girl thought 
looked very unhappy. 

The child smiled upon her, gave her a tract, 
tinished her round, and went home, little thinking 
that by her walk in the rain that afternoon she had 
snatched a soul from ruin, and a body from the jaws 
of death. 

And yet it was even so ; for the woman at whose 
door she had waited so long, was in the act of hang- 
inir herself when the child first lifted the knocker. 
The rope wjis fastened to the high post of an old- 
fashioned bedstead, the noose was round her neck, 
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and she was about to launch herself headlong into 
darkness. The knock disturbed her. She waited. 
It came again. She waited longer. It cjime again 
and again, until, to get rid of the annoy ant?e, she 
slipped the rope over her head, and went to see who 
might be the disturber. The loving look of the 
child disarmed her anger. She took the tract, rejul 
it, was convicted, led to Christ, and the next Sab- 
balh told her joyful story to the little girl's father. 

Thus did a little girl's hand, armed with a tract, 
pluck a brand from the burnings. 

Here is another case. A young man having been 
shorn of six hundred ^dollars by the nimble fingers 
of a gang of gamblers, was bent on putting an end 
to his own life. While on his way to execute his 
desperate purpose, a gentleman traveler put a tract 
into his hand entitled, **0n the Worth of the Soul." 

It startled him, shook his purpose, and, to relievo 
his distress, he resolved to take a journey. In the 
carriage he met the giver of the tract, who, though 
ignorant of his character and purposes, gave him 
another tract entitled, *'The Suicide." The coinci- 
dence startled the young man, and during a pause in 
the journey he went to the giver of the tract and in 
very earnest tones said : 

"Pray, sir, give me a few more of your tracts, for 
they have saved my life 1 " 

He then gave the foregoing recital of his case, 
listened to much serious advice, and on parting with 
the tract distributor, gave assurance that he would 
not neglect the salvation of his soul. Here was 



242 TALES OF TRUST. 

another brand plucked from the burning by a tract ! 
Courage, O laborer, in the field of tract distribu- 
tion. You may be feeble in ability and weak in 
personal influence, but your weapons are mighty. 
Go forth daily, therefore, armed with your unpre- 
tending but potent instiniments of warfare ! Who 
knoweth but you, too, may save souls, and having 
sown with tears the precious seed, may return again 
with joy, bringing your sheaves? 



THE WRECK OF THE METIS. 

''I wish you would see Mrs. M ," said a min- 
ister on Douglass camp-ground, in August, 1877, 
"and get the particulars of that deliverance which she 
related in the meeting." In due time we called at the 

cottage of Mrs. M , and listened to her story. 

She related how some years ago she once started in 
great haste to visit a little granddaughter at some dis- 
tance from her home. Such was her eagerness to 
reach her destination that she forgot to commend 
herseif to the care of her heavenly Father, and 
through some mischance she was thrown from the 
carriage, and compelled to tarry by the. way and 
endure for weeks the discipline of broken bones and 
close conliiiement, until she learned something of the 
impoitance of committing her way to God, trustino^ 
in him and following his divine direction. 

"Some years after this, in the summer of 1872," 
she said, "I was at a camp-meeting at Ocean Grove, 
New Jersey. On Monday, this same granddaughter, 
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who was with me, now grown up, left for home, 
while I was to remain some days longer. On Tues- 
day afternoon Dr. Levy preached from the >lnn(l, 
and on leaving the meeting I was strong!}' impressed 
to go home to Providence. I hesitated, and rea- 
soned; — what should I go home for? There was no 
one sick, or dead, or in need of me so far as I eonid 
judge, but still I felt that I must go ; and I at K'nirtli 
concluded that my head was tired, and it would he 
best for me to leave the meeting and go to the (juiet 
of my home. I therefore paid my bills and the rent 
of the cottage, and made preparations for the journey. 

"After I had done this a lady arrived from Phila- 
delphia, an excellent Christian worker, who called 
on me to go and assist her in advising and eounseling 
a mau who was seeking the way of life. I did so, 
and with a few words he was led to find the rest and 
peace for which he sought. I was uiueh interested 
in this sister's labors, and after meeting her had 
quite a desire to stay longer, but it seemed to he 
right for me to depart as I had purposed. 

"Accordingly on Wednesday morning I stalled 
for New York, and took passage on the steamer for 
Providence. After firoinof on board I met Avith 
George Dowling, a minister of my aequaintanee, 
who said that he had intended to wait for the Thurs- 
day evening boat, but was strongly impressed to 
come that day^ and had yielded to the impression 
and come. 

"We started Wednesday afternoon from New 
York. Our trip to Providence was miade without 
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special incident, and I arrived at home in safety on 
Thursday morning. My servant met me at the door 
with the question : 

'* 'What did you come home for this morning?' 

"I said I was impressed to come ; and as I found 
some of the family slightly ailing, I concluded that 
my coming was all right. 

"On Friday morning the city was startled by the 
tidings that the steamer Metis, which sailed from 
New York the day after we left, and in which I had 
intended to take passage, was lost off Watch Hill by 
a c(»lhsion, and sixty-four of the passengers perished 
in the waves ; while others, who escaped with their 
lives, have never recovered from the fright and 
exposure of the awful hour. I heard nothing of the 
disaster, and on Friday, about noon, my son-in-law, 
hearing the news, hurried to our house to learn my 
fate. He rang the bell, and as I opened the door he 
started back astonished to find me alive and well. 
'When did you come?' said he. 'Yesterday,' I 
replied. 'I thought you were coming this morning,' 
said he. 'I felt impressed to come home yesterday,' 
replied I ; 'and as they were all sick, it was well that 
I came.' 

"He stepped forward into the room, and dropping 
into a chair, said, 'The Metis fs lost ! ' 'God saved 
me I ' I exclaimed . The doomed and overloaded 
vessel had gone down, but my feet had been held 
back from stepping on board of it. 

"The next Sunday Mr. Dowling preached in the 
Third Baptist church from this text, — 'There is but 
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a step between me and death.' He was most sol- 
emnly impressed by his wonderful escape, through 
obedience to that inward guidance which led hiui to 
go to Providence a day earlier than he had intended." 
This is the story Mrs. M , a well-known Chris- 
tian woman, and now residing in the city of Provi- 
dence, related. It is but another illustration of the 
wondrous wisdom of God, who has pronn'sed to 
guide the meek in judgment, and to teach the meek 
his way. May we ever be willing and obedient 
listeners to the Holy Spirit's gentle voice. 



FOREWARNED. 

From the Washington Republican is quoted the 
following account of a remarkable premonition of a 
naval officer : — 

''In March, 1877, while the ill-fated United States 
steamer Huron was lying in the harbor of Port Royal, 
S. C, Lieutenant Arthur II. Fletcher, her executive 
oiEcer, left the vessel on a twenty -four hours' leave 
of absence, and, failing to return at the expiration 
of that time, the ship sailed for another port without 
him. A few days after, Mr. Fletcher returned to 
Port Royal, reported to Commodore J. H. B. Clitz, 
'senior naval officer present,' and stated to him that 
for some time past he had a presentiment that if 
he went to sea in the Huron* for the purpose of 
finishing the cruise (two years), he would he 
wrecked. This feeling took complete possession of 
his mind, and he used every means to get detached, 




246 TALES OF TBUST. 

but the Navy Department refused to order it without 
a better reason. 

"When he found that all his efforts had failed, he 
left the Huron in the manner stated, with the inten- 
tion not to return. For this he was placed under 
arrest and tried by court-martial at Washington 
Navy Yard, in August, 1877. In defense he made 
a statement in substance as above, and called Com- 
modore Clitz, Commander George P. Ryan, of the 
Huron, and other officers to prove that before leaving 
the ship he had told them of the dread — in fact, 
horror — he had of finishing the cruise in the vessel. 
This is a matter of record on file in the Navy Depart- 
ment. Though such a line of defense was laughed 
at when made, the fate of the Huron will cause many 
superstitious people to think that Mr. Fletcher's 
premonition was fully proven to be a true one by the 
Avi'eck off Kitty Hawk, North Carolina," November 

23d, following, when that vessel, sailing from Hamp- 
ton Roads, was caught by a hurricane and wrecked, 

while of the one hundred and thirty-nine souls on 

board, only thirty reached the beach alive. 



THE STORM-CIRCLED SHIP. 

"I should like to tell you some of my experience," 

said Captain C , as the writer walked with him 

toward his home near one of the villages on the coast 
of Maine, from which he had been for some time 
absent on a voyage whence he had just returned. 
*'We sailed from the Kennebec on the first of 
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October, 1876. There had been several severe 
gales, and some of my friends thought it hardly safe 
to go, but after considerable prayer I conclu<led it 
was right to undertake Ihe voyairo. On the 19th of 
October we were about one hundred and fifty miles 
west of the Bahamas, and we encountered very disa- 
greeable weather. For five or six days we seemed 
held by shifting currents, or some unknown power, 
in about the same place. We would think we had 
sailed thirty or foiiy miles, when, on taking our 
obsei'vations, we would find we were within three or 
four miles of our position the day before. This 
circumstance occurring repeatedly, proved a trial to 
my faith, and I said within my heart, 'Lord, why 
are we so hindered, and kept in this position ? ' Day 
after day we were held as if by an unseen force, 
until at length a change took place, and we went on 
our way. Reaching our port they inquired, 'Where 
have you been through the gale ? ' 'What gale ? ' we 
asked; 'w^e have seen no gale.' We then learned 
that a terrible hurricane had swept through that 
region, and that all was desolation. We afterwards 
learned that this hurricane had swept around us, and 
had almost formed a circle around the place occui)ied 
by us during the storm. A hundred miles in one 
direction all was wreck and ruin, fifty miles in the 
opposite direction all was desolation ; and while that 
storm was raging in all its fury, we were held in 
perfect safety, in quiet waters, and in continual 
anxiety to change our position and pursue our voy- 
age. One day of ordinary sailing would have brought 
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US into the track of the stormy and sent us to the 
bottom of the sea. We were anxious to sail on, but 
some unseen power held us where we were, and we 
escaped." 

Such was the godly captain's story. ««Oh that 
men would praise the Lord for his goodness, and for 
his wonderful works to the children of men 1" 



SAEAH TAYLOR'S DREAM. 

About the middle of the last century, Sarah Tay- 
lor, of Manchester, England, a member of the Soci- 
ety of Friends, engaged in a family visit to the mem- 
bers of her own Society, in the city of Norwich. She 
was generally kindly received; but two brothers, 
Edmund and John Gurney, children of Friends who 
had been consistent Christians in their day, refused 
to receive a visit from her. They had joined a club 
of infidels, and wishing to believe the doctrine they 
professed, they had no mind to listen to a woman 
preaching the faith they had forsaken. There was, 
doubtless, in their minds a secret testimony that 
they were wrong, and a fear lest they should be 
brought to a humiliating confession that their avowed 
infidelity was but an opiate they were willfully drink- 
ing in to quiet the pangs of a wounded conscience. 
They were at least very decided in declaring that 
they would not receive a visit from Sarah Taylor, 
and that she should not enter their houses. 

This honest-hearted lover of souls was much dis- 
tressed at their conduct, and one night retired to 
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bed not a little depressed about this matter. No 
doubt she endeavored in humility to cast her burden 
on her dear Lord and Saviour, who know that her 
wish to visit these young men was from a desire to 
fulfill his will. At last she slept. The exerci.sc of 
the previous day doubtless had left its cffc^cts upon 
her mind, and when the sound sleep of the early part 
of the night was past, she dreamed. 

In her dream she thought she awoke, and find- 
ing that day had broken, arose, dressed herself, and 
went down stairs. She opened the front door and 
walked out into the street. The public lights were 
not all extinguished, and this, with the daylight, 
which was increasing, enabled her to pee the names 
of the residents of the different houses on the door- 
plates. She thought she passed through several 
streets, making several turns, until she came to a 
house on which she saw the name of Edmund Gur- 
ney. Stepping up and ringing the bell, a porter 
quickly opened the door. She asked if Edmund 
Gumey was in. The man replied that he was in the 
garden, but he had ordered him not to admit any 
of the Quakers into the house. Sarah dreamed 
that she passed right by the astonished man, and see- 
ing a side door, she opened it, and finding it was the 
way to the garden, she followed one of the walks 
until she came to a summer-house. A man was 
sitting therein, who, as she stepped within the door, 
said, '*I believe the devil could not keep the Quak- 
ers out. ' ' Sarah dreamed that she sat down on a 
bench, and he, who had risen at her entrance, sat 
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down beside her, when she thought she was favored 
so to speak to hun, that the witness for truth iu him 
was reached, and he was much affected and ten- 
dered. When her services seemed over, she left 
him, and then she awoke, and behold it was a dream. 
Looking out of the window, she saw that day was 
breaking, and, solemnly affected by the vision she 
had been favored with, she arose and dressed herself 
for going out, just as she had done in her dream. 
On opening the door looking into the street, every- 
thing seemed so entirely as she had seen it, that 
without hesitation or speaking to any one in the 
house, she started onward, taking her dream for 
direction. As she passed along, the same houses 
with the same 7iames on the door-plates appeared as 
in her dream ; and she followed, tracing them from 
street to street, until the house with Edmund Gur- 
ney's name on it stood before her. She rang the 
bell, the porter opened the door, and to her inquiry 
if Edmund Gurney were in, he said, «'Yes;" but 
added, "hut he has commanded me not to admit any 
of the Quakers." 

I This would probably have discouraged Sarah if it 
had not been for the dream ; and had it not been for 
the remembrance of that, the very early hour iu 
the morning would have deterred her, for probably 
most of the rich citizens of Norwich were still in 
their beds. As all things had as yet turned out as 
she had seen in her dream, she determined to trust 
it further, and so, pushing by the man, she opened 
a side door and let herself into the yard. The gardeu 



TALES or TKU8T. 251 

appeared exactly as seen in her dream, and slie 
soon found the summer-house, where Edmund Gur- 
iiey was sitting with a hook in his hand. As she 
entered, he arose, and approaching her, said, *'I be- 
lieve the devil could not keep the (Quakers out." 

She sat down, and he took a seat beside her. Her 
mouth was opened to address him in the persuasive 
utterance of gospel love. She told him hci had pro- 
fessedly adopted sentiments which his heart refused to 
own, and that he was readiuii: infidel books to 
strengthen his infidelity. Eduunid was aifected 
under her ministry, and he knew her message to 
him was the truth. When she arose to leave him 
he pressed her to stay and breakfast with him, bnt 
this she declined, saying she had nothing fui-ther 
to do there. Bidding him farewell, she returned to 
her lodgings, her heart w^armed in grateful admi- 
ration of the Lord's wonderful leadings and mar- 
velous loving-kindness. 

Edmund Gurney was, through the Lord's renew- 
ing and strengthening grace, thoroughly aroused 
from the slumber in which the evil one had sou<2:ht 
to keep him, to his utter ruin. He never again at- 
tended the infidel club ; and as in deep abasement 
and sorrow of heart he repented for the past, and 
l)owed in reverent obedience to the teachings of the 
Lord's Holy Spirit, he grew in religious experience, 
and in time came forth in the ministry. 

The effect of the blessed change wrought in Ed- 
mund was, through the Lord's mercy, made of heai't- 
changing efficacy to his brother John. He, also, came 
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to see that the root of infidelity is wickedness, and 
publicly severing all connection therewith, he wit- 
nessed, like his brother, true repentance toward God 
and soul-saving faith in our Lord Jesus Christ. 



A DREAM OF SfflPWEECK. 

Ralph W. Wood, a* young English resident in 
India, returned to his native country about the year 
1781. lie took with him his eldest daughter, leav- 
ing his wife and three youngest children in^ India, 
who were to follow him sometime in the next year. 
When the time had nearly arrived, she expected to 
take passage in the " Grosvenor," which was an- 
nounced to sail in the sixth month, 1782. The 
children remaining with her, — the oldest being 
but five years of age, — were an anxious care for 
their mother to undertake during the voyage, long 
as it then was from India to England. 

While making preparations for her departure, she 
was troubled by a dream of the shipwreck of the 
vessel. The impression would probably have faded 
away, had not the dream occurred a second and a 
third time before the vessel sailed. She then vis- 
ited the captain, and informed him of her dream, 
and of her cfibrts not to ])e influenced bv it, until its 
repetition so impressed her mind, she had resolved 
that he must sail without her. The friends who 
were to have accompanied her cm the voyage, en- 
deavored by reasoning and ridicule to change her 
mind. The women, especially, were urgent, but her 
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resolution was not to be changed, and she was left 
behind. 

The * ' Grosvenor " sailed on the thirteenth of sixth 
month, and on the fourth of eighth month she struck 
upon the rocks on the coast of Africa, some distance 
from the Cape of Good Hope. In the attempt to land 
the crew and passengers, nineteen men lost their 
lives ; the remainder reached the inhospitable shore. 
The next morning the natives came upon them and 
earned off all they could lay their hands on, without 
actually plundering their persons. They then deter- 
mined to journey by land to the Cape, and started 
upon this expedition under the command of Captain 
Coxon. They were followed by the natives, who 
continually plundered and insulted them. On one 
occasion they were attacked by a party of more than 
three hundred Kaffirs armed for war. A number 
of them were wounded, but no lives lost. Peace 
having been made at length, they pursued their 
journey. A few days later, the natives came upon 
them again, and robbed them of everything valuable, 
including flint, st^el, and tinder-box, which had been 
useful kindling fires at night. The distressed party 
afterwards divided into two bands, half of them 
traveling inland, and the rest by the sea-shore. Those 
who took the inland way were soon compelled by 
hunger to return to the coast where they could pro- 
cure shell-fish, which were their principal articles of 
food. After enduring these dicadful privations, at 
the expiration of one hundred and seventeen days, 
only a small portion of their number succeeded in 
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reaching a settlement near the Cape, where they 
were kindly cared foi by the Dutch government, 
although it was then engaged in war with England. 

When the news of the loss of the **Grosvenor'' 
reached England, R. W. Wood gave up his family 
for lost. At the end of six months, being on a visit 
to his wife's mother, a carriage drove to the door. 
It contained his wife and three children. His joy at 
thus again beholding them was almost overpowering. 
The faithful wife, with her usual energy and decision 
of character, had hastened from the vessel which had 
brought her safely to her native land, to be the first 
to communicate to him their safety. She had only 
waited for the next ship that sailed, a Danish East- 
Indiaman, and then safely returned to her husband, 
to unite with him and her children in thanking Him 
who in mercy had so wonderfully warned and pre- 
served them from impending dangers. 



THE SEASONABLE WAENING. 

There is a presiding Deity. It is only the fool 
who whispers there is no such being. Ps. xiv. 1. 
To doubt that this God does sometimes, in ways 
chosen by himself, communicate with mankind, is to 
deny all history, give the lie to a thousand evident 
providences, and atheistically shut the Creator away 
from his creatures. I find it impossible for my faith 
to take hold of a Divine Ruler, utterly isolated from 
men.. Being God, he is almighty. Being almighty, 
he is omnipresent. Being in all places by his power, 
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he knows all things, and sees all things. I cannot 
explain why he appears in certain cases to interpose 
in a mysterious way for the saving of human life, 
while in numberless other cases he seems not to thus 
interpose. I believe He knows why, and that is 
sufficient for my unstaggering faith. 

God sent his angel to warn Joseph in a dream that 
the life of the infant Saviour was in danger. Matt, 
ii. 13. But I read of no angel warning the parents 
of the innocents at that time cruelly put to death in 
Bethlehem. Jesus healed some but he did not heal 
all who were sick. He sends sufficient deliverances 
to convince men that, all unseen, but yet in pity 
and power, he is walking the earth, where so many 
of his own creatures reject him. And as Christ 
healed in cases where there is no proof that the 
subjects of his love were anything but miserable, 
sinful persons (John v. 2-7 ; Luke xvii. 11-18, etc.) ; 
and in other cases, as in the martyrdom of his 
herald, John the Baptizer, he suffered the good to 
pine in prison and die by foul means ; so now, while 
some pious, beloved, and well-known saint is per- 
mitted to endure a sudden and dreadful death, 
another of less reputation and fame is strangely 
rescued from instant danger and suffered to survive. 

In December, 1877, the sloop Ida lay securely at 
Government wharf, near the mouth of the Kenne- 

bunk river. Me. One man, Freeman G ,was the 

only person on board. It was night. He lay in the 
cabin in profound sleep. Danger and death drew 
near, but Mr. G knew it not. God loved this 
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man. Suddenly a hand touched him, and a voice 
said, ««You will be drowned." The sleeper opened 
his eyes and saw no one, but springing to the deck, 
found the side of the vessel caught under the wharf 
by the rising tide, which was slowly but surely 
tipping over the sloop, to Freeman G 's destruc- 
tion by drowning. It took but a moment to seize a 
plank and pry the vessel from her dangerous position ; 
and the one lone man was saved. Who saved him? 
Who warned the sleeper? Could he have warned 
himself? Is it at all likely that a demon warned him? 
Is it not far more likely to have been a case of 
ano^elic visitation and aid? After that niofht this 
man ought to have become, then and forever, one of 
the holiest, happiest men on earth. Like the saved 
leper, did he return **to give glory to God''? 



THE STOLEN BIBLE. 

God is kinder to bad men than they are to them- 
selves. Often he surprises their evil intention with 
unexpected good, and shames them into repentance 
with a blessing. 

An Arabian vine-dresser, in a time of war, was 
drafted into the Turkish army, and forced away 
from his peaceful home in the mountains to a life of 
hardship and violence. Kough experience and exam- 
ple soon made him like all the rest of the Mussulman 
soldiers, ferocious, reckless, and insensible to any 
higher duty than fighting and plundering. 

While the troops with which he served were out on 
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one of thoir destroying expeditions, thoy entered a 
district inhabited by people whom the Turks consid- 
ered their political enemies, and attacked a Christian 
village. The terrified families fled, and the invaders 
ransacked their houses, seizing everything they could 
carry away. The Arabian soldier was fond of books, 
and took care to secure several with his other booty, 
paying no particular attention to what they con- 
tained. 

It happened that one of the books was a Bible. 
He found little opportunity to read till the excite- 
ments of camp and field were over; but when he 
was allowed to go homo he took the stolen Bible 
with him, and as soon as he had examined it he felt 
interested enough to read it through. 

No doubt its rightful owners, while they mourned 
their own losses, prayed that the good Book might 
reform the thief who took it away. Certainly such 
a wish could not have been more happily realized. 

The man continued to read with increased atten- 
tion, and as he went on he said, "This book is better 
than the Koran." From wondering at the Book he 
beffan to wonder at himself. His conscience was 
awakened, for he learned all about his own heart. 
The Bible showed him his guilt and led him to peni- 
tence ; and then it taught him to pray, and to whom 
to pray. He bowed to the Redeemer, revealed in 
the New Testament, and acknowledged him as the 
Friend whom he needed. 

His- family were enraged when they knew that he 
had "turned Christian," and their reproaches and 
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persecutions made his home a house of tomient. His 
neighbors hated him for an "apostate," and insulted 
and denounced him and even mobbed him in the 
streets, and destroyed his vineyard and fruit trees. 
The poor man was a social outcast ; but it was for 
the sake of a religion whose blessings more than 
paid him for all earthly spoiling and shame. Noth- 
ing could shake his heroic faith. When he was in 
his extremity the kindness of an English Protestant 
minister gave him employment, and a refuge which 
no Mussulman dared to violate. 

At the writing of this sketch — three years from 
the time when he besfan to read that stolen Bible— 
the persecuted Arabian vine-dresser is a Christian 
preacher in a Syrian village on Mt. Lebanon, and a 
pastor of a church which numbers among its mem- 
bers many of those who were once his bitterest 
revilers. 



LED AS BY A BRIDLE. 

The following incident is related of William 
Edmundson, one of the old time i)reachers in the 
Society of Friends : He had gone one day with his 
V)rother to transact some business at a tair at Antrim, 
and, not being able to leave until a late hour, they 
proposed to spend the night at a place called Glen- 
avy. But before arriving there, William Edmundson 
felt a strong conviction that his shop was in dauger 
of being robbed, and consequently resolved to return 
home without delay. Yet a little while after they 
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had left Glenavy, he beb'eved that a heavenly inti- 
mation was given him to turn back towards the town 
of Clough. No wonder that in this perplexity he 
should feel what he termed, "a fear of a wrong spirit/' 
He earnestly prayed for guidance, and was answered 
by the belief afforded him that the influence which 
now drew him back would also save his shop. The 
night was, after all, spent at Glenavy, but William 
Edmundson's doubts in relation to the course he was 
taking, prevented him from obtaining much sleep. 
Towards the evening of the next day he arrived at 
Clough, and rode up to an inn where he found that 
two Friends, who were, ministers from England, 
were lodging; one of them, Anne Gould, was ill, 
having undergone much hardship whilst traveling on 
foot. She Avas in a despairing state of mind, being 
tempted to fear that God had forsaken her; but 
when she heard that William Edmundson — whom 
she knew by report — was come, her heart was 
cheered. He at once saw why he had l)een guided 
to Clough, and did not hesitate to tell the Friends 
that he had been brought there "by the good hand 
of God — led as a horse by the bridle." With great 
thankfulness and joy they received his visit ; Anne 
Gould was enabled to see that her trial was in reality 
a grievous temptation, and was delivered from it. 
On his return home, William Edmundson found that, 
during the night he had spent in Glenavy, his shop- 
window had been broken in, but had fallen with so 
much noise as to awaken the inmates of the house, 
and drive the robbers away for fear of detection. 
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THE OLD CONDUCTOR'S STORY. 

"I don't know much about the God you folks 
believe in, but things do happen strangely some- 
times ; " and the man's face took on a dreamy look. 
*« Did I ever tell you about just escaping derith on 
my train once? Never did? I thought I had. 
Well, sit down, and I'll tell you about it. 

"I was conductor on the night express from 
Detroit to Chicago. We were behind time that 
night, and I was determined we should be on time 
in Chicago, so I went forward and told the engineer 
not to stop at the next station. « Some one may 
want to stop,' said I, ^ but no matter what happens, 
go right on ; don't mind the bell or anything ! ' 
Then I went back into one of the passenger coaches. 
A woman began to gathei^'up her parcels, and asked 
if we were almost to N . 
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Yes,' said I, ' but we sha'n't stop there to-hi<yht. 
We are behind time and must make it up, so you 
will be obliged to go on to the next station.' 

" ' But I can't ; I must stop. My sister is dying, 
and I have hurried on to see her. I must stop. 
She may be dead even now ; ' and the woman o-ot up 
and caught hold of my arm, repeating, « I must 
stop ; I must.' 

" ' But we can't,' I said, a little crossly, too, per- 
haps, for I didn't like to have her crying out like 
that before the passengers ; * I have given orders to 
the engineer to go on and not mind any signals, the 
bell or anything. It is impossible, madam ! ' 
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** Then she begau to cry and to l)eg bomebody to 
make me stop, and the; men began to say I mnst 
stop, it was cruel, and thoy never saw anything like 
it; and some of them cried, too, for pity. 

" But I wouldn't stop. I didn't like to l)e forced 
to do anything; besides, after what I had said, the 
enofinoer would not miiid the bell if I nin«: it an 
hour. 1 was determined I would not stop, and we 
rattled along. We were running forty miles an 
hour, and I thought we would not be long getting to 
the next station, and the woman would get out, and 
then we could go on in peace. But she kept on 
crying, and the other women cried, too, and the nu;n 
talked harder and harder, till at last I rushed out 
and began to ring the bell. But the engineer did 
not pay the least attention. I told the brakemeu to 
put on all the brakes, and finally they stopped the 
train. Then I stepped out and told the engineer to 

back up to N , but I was very angry l>ecause I 

was ohliijed to do it. 

"Just as we began backing down, the engineer 
spied a signal ahead of us. He had not noticed it 
])efore, and I saw it about the same time. We knew 
then something was wrong, and in a few moments 
more some one had rushed up out of the darkness, 
and told us the bridge just ahead of us was gone. 
I've been in bad places a good many times in my 
life, but I never felt as I did then. I couldn't stand, 
but dropped down, helpless as a baby. I knew the 
river was full and running as swiftly as a river could, 
and in five minutes more we should have been pitched 
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into it head first. I kept thinking how near I had 
been to murdering all those people in the cars, who 
were wondering why we had stopped. It has been 
twenty years since then, Imt I dream about it yet;" 
and the proud, rich man, noted for his fearlessness, 
stood there with liis face white and his mouth twitch- 
ing with excitement. "No, sir, I don't know much 
about your God, but if there is a God, I believe he 
put that woman on my train, and made them all 
bound to stop me ; and I don't doubt they thought so 

when we backed down into N , and they found 

out all about it." 

And what do you think? I think he did. 



SAVED BY PRAYER. 

A calamitous day was February 3d, 1873. On that 
day no less than six steam-boiler explosions occurred 
in Syracuse, Philadelphia, and Pittsburgh, causing 
the destruction of eiofjiteen lives and the scaldins: 
and wounding of forty-eight others, nearly all work- 
in"f-inon. Sadness and sorrow was therebv carried 
into many homes ; but in the midst of calamity there 
were not wanting tokens of Divine merc3\ At Pitts- 
burgh, the wife of one of the employees at the mill, 
wlicre the disaster occurred, was singulaily delivered 
from sudden death in the quiet of her own home. 
It is related that on hearing the noise of the explod- 
ing boilers, moved, it would seem, l)y some powerful 
impulse, she instantly fell on her knees and com- 
menced to pray ; and just then a two-hundrcd-pound 
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fragment of a boiler cra&lied thn>ugli the room in tlio 
very place where her head would have Ixjeii had she 
remained standing. Thus by a happy inspiration 
and devout act her life was saved. Prayer is ever 
proper and good. God bids men "Pray." Pniyer 
may save you from greater ills than this. Do you 
pray ? 



THE LEFT-HAND LETTER. 

A student in college one day took a letter from 
the ojflSce, and as he glanced at the post-mark and 
the handwriting, there was suddenly suggested to 
his mind a question that staitled him. He had been 
expecting a letter from his mother, but the one he 
received, although it bore the post-mark of home, 
was certiiinly not directed in his mother's familiar 
hand. Had anything happened to his dearl}' beloved 
parent ? In that moment of suspense, it seemed as 
if all her incessant love and many admonitions rushed 
to his mind. Through his whole life he had been 
surrounded by her influence and prayers. 

His mother had with deep earnestness told iiim 
when he was leaving home, that she believed llie 
crisis in his life had come, and she implored him to 
choose Christ for his portion. But his heart was full 
of worldly ambition. His studies engrossed his 
whole attention, and he turned a deaf ear to the 
most important of all subjects. The second week of 
school, he received a letter from her, urging him, 
with all the intensity of her love, not to make the 
fatal delay; but the letter was put carelessly aside, 
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aud lie turned to his absorbing studies. Weeks and 
months had passed, and letter had followed letter, 
but the young man had read each without heeding 
the faithful pleadings of the mother whom he truly 
loved. There was a revival in the school, but he did 
not attend the meetings. His classmates went, and 
were saved; but he had no time to spare, so com- 
pletely was he immersed in his books. Would 
nothing arouse him ? It would seem as if everything 
had failed. 

But God's ways are not our ways. • That letter 
did the work. The question, "Has anything hap- 
pened to mother? Is she dead, and all her teaifal 
prayers unanswered?" — the inquiry so full of fear — 
prepared his heart for what was to follow. 

With trembling fingers he tore open the envelope. 
No ; his mother was not dead ; but a serious accident 
had deprived her of her right hand. The hardest 
thinor for the mother was the thouorht that she could 
not write to her absent gon, and still entreat him to 
be wise in time. Nay, but she must. 

Immediatelv she beo^an a letter with her untauorht 
left hand. Slow and painful as the process was, she 
did not falter until it was completed. But when the 
awkward hand had finished its unaccustomed task, it 
was so diflereut from the fair writing of former days, 
that the poor mother could not restrain her tear?> 
over the crooked, miserable-looking letter. But it 
Avas the best that the fiiithful mother could do, and 
weeping, she knelt and implored God to accept her 
ofiering, and "make the crooked straight." 




^ 
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she thought that even the address that 
ith lier trembling left hand was to 
^e. Slowly and thoughtfully her 
contents of the scarcely legible 
^ the one theme — his salvation ; 
mest appeal that had been 
.fcy, eveiy word touched the 
.t. He said: *'If my salvation 
.1 mother so anxious, I will attend to 

^nat night he was found in the revival meeting ; 
and from among those who were converted at that 
time, he became one of the brightest lights of the 
Chi'istian church. He always attributed his conver- 
sion, through God, to his mother's left-haiid letter. 



THE LADDER ON THE CLIFF. 

We can never be placed in such strnits or diffi- 
culties that the Lord cannot help us. Years before 
the emergency happens, he may have set on foot a 
train of circumstances that will lead to our relief at 
just the moment we need it. We should learn to 
acknowledge thankfully the source from wlumce the 
blessing comes, just as we would if he had sent an 
angel down from heaven to give us help. 
. One dark and stormy night a vessel was wrecked 
on a rocky island off the coast of Scotland. The 
crew had watched with terror the white waves as 
they dashed on the stately cliffs, and felt that to be 
driven on these rocks was to seal their doom. The 
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aud lie luiiied to his absorbing studies. Weeks and 
months had passed, and letter had followed letter, 
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not attend the meetings. His classmates went, and 
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pened to mother? Is she dead, and all her tearful 
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had deprived her of her right hand. The hardest 
thino^ for the mother was the thouofht that she could 
not write to her absent Son, and still entreat him to 
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left hand. Slow and painful as the process was, she 
did not falter until it was completed. But when the 
awkward hand had finished its unaccustomed task, it 
was so diflercut from the fair writing of former days, 
that the poor mother could not restrain her tears 
over the crooked, miserable-looking letter. But it 
Avas the best that the faithful mother could do, and 
weeping, she knelt and implored God to accept her 
ofi'ering, and "make the crooked straight." 
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How little she thought that even the address that; 
she penned with her trembling left hand was to 
awaken conscience. Slowlv and thou«rhtiullv her 
son deciphered the contents of the scarcely lo<ril)le 
letter. It was foil of the one theme — his salvation ; 
and as he read the earnest appeal that luid l>oon 
written with such difficulty, every word toiuluMl the 
chords of his heart. He said: ''If my salvation 
makes my dear mother so anxious, I will attend to 
it now." 

That night he was found in the revival meeting; 
and from among those who were convert ihI at that 
time, he became one of the brighte^st lights of the 
Chi'istian church. He always attributed his conver- 
sion, through God, to his mother's Icft-haiid letter. 



THE LADDER ON THE CLIFF. 

We can never be placed in such straits or diffi- 
culties that the Lord cannot help us. Yonrs before 
the emergency happens, he may have set on foot a 
train of circumstances that will lead to our relief at 
just the moment we need it. We should l(^:ii'n to 
acknowledge thankfully the source from wlu^nco the 
blessing comes, just as we would if he had sent an 
angel down from heaven to give us help. 
. One dark and stormy night a vessel was wrecked 
on a rocky island off the coast of Scotland. The 
crew had watched with terror the white waves as 
they dashed on the stately cliffs, and felt that to be 
driven on these rocks was to seal their doom. The 
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cabin was filled with water, and the captain's wife 
was drowned. The sailors climbed into the rigging, 
and prayed as they never had before, that God would 
have compassion upon them. That he would save 
them from temporal death seemed almost incredible. 
But the cruel waves drove the vessel on and on, till 
the very foot of the awful cKff was reached. Oh, if 
they could only reach its top ! There would be 
safety, and, no doubt, friendly hands to help them. 
Just as they struck the rock, they espied on the face 
of the cliff a ladder. Here was their despair changed 
to joy. They sprang from the rigging, and climbed 
the ropes as rapidly as their benumbed fingers would 
permit; but they were all rescued, and in a few 
moments more the vessel went to pieces. 

That ladder seemed to them almost a miracle. 
Yet its presence there was easily explained. It was 
used by the quarry-men as they climbed up and down 
to their work every day. Though usually drawn up 
when they left, the suddenness of the storm that 
night had caused the workmen to hurry to the shel- 
ter of their humble homes, without taking time to 
remove the ladder. It was God who had ordered 
this seemingly trifling matter for the preservation of 
all their lives. , 

Some writer has well said, ''However long the 
chain of second causes may be, the first link is 
always in God's hand." 

Learn to observe this loving Father's hand in all 
the events of your life, and it will save you fiom 
many dark hours. 
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A MATTER OF LIFE AND DEATH. 

Not many years ago there lived in a hirge city in 
Holland, a Jewish doctor who, like Paul, had lived 
a Pharisee. Like Paul, too, he had hceu, hv the 
power of the Holy Spirit, turned from darkness unto 
light, and from the power of Satan to God ; and, like 
Paul, his heart's desire and prayer to God for Israel 
was that they might be saved. 

With this object the doctor went day after day 
into the part of the city inhabited by the lowest class 
of Jews, and from house to house did he preach ;uk1 
teach Jesus Christ. Li reaching this sui)urb he had 
to pass the magnificent house of a rich Jewish ukm*- 
chant, who had a house of business also in (ho mer- 
cantile part of the city. 

It had often happened to the doctor to pass this 
house ; but it was not until he had done so many 
times that a new thouofht struck him. Wliv was it 
that he was ready to go day after day and sp(»ak of 
the Lord Jesus to the poor Jews in the hack streets, 
and yet he had never felt how accountable he vv as to 
God for making Christ known to the ricli Jew in the 
great house? The doctor was not one of those who 
could assent to a matter as be'mix riaht, without at 
once proceedhig to act upon his conviction. 

He knew that the merchant was often engaged in 
the city till a late hour, and he therefore determined 
to call upon him one evening at about ten o'clock, 
thinking that by that time he would be sure to find 
him at home. He was surprised at being at once 
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admitted aud shown up stairs, just as though he had 
been expected. But this was explained when he was 
ushered suddenly into a large ball-room, already 
filled with company. The music was playing and 
the dancing had begun. The appearance of the little 
doctor, so unlike the rest of the company, caused 
many eyes to be fixed upon him. He at once made 
out the master of the house, and, advancing towards 
him, apologized for his untimely visit. "I was not 
aware," said he, "that you were engaged this eve- 
ning, but as I have called upon a matter of great 
importance, I would ask if you would kindly appoint 
a time when I may call again without inconvenience 
to you." 

"Certainly," replied the merchant. "May I ask 
if the business is pressing?" 

"It is a matter of life and death," replied the 
doctor. "I will call again at your earhest conven- 
ience." 

"Allow me to ask one more question," said the 
merchant. "Whom does the business concern?" 

"It concerns the Lord Jesus Christ, Jesus of 
Nazareth," replied the honest doctor. "It is con- 
cerning him and him only, that I came to speak to 
you, and I am glad that you will kindly allow me the 
opportunity of doing so another day." 

"Stay," said the merchant, with a strange expres- 
sion of joy and astonishment. "This is wonderful," 
he continued, now speaking so as to be heard by the 
doctor only. "My friend, I have been miserable for 
many months past. How or why I know not ; but 
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one thought has continually haunted me by day and 
by niglit. Whether in business or at home, it has 
never been absent from mj' mind. I have tried to 
put it from me, but I could not. It is a thought 
which left me no peace, and it was this, 'Who and 
what was Jesus of Nazareth ? ' I have asked God in 
his mercy to help me, and to send me some one who 
could speak to me and tell me the truth about this 
gi*eat question. Now he has heard my prayer. I 
caiinot let you go. There is no time like the present." 

Then calling for the music to stop, the merchant 
addressed his astonished visitors: — "This o^entle- 
man,'' he said, "has kindly come to speak to us on 
a matter of great importance — a matter in which 
each of us is personally concerned. May I ask you 
to take your seats, and to give him your attention?" 
"And you, dear sir," he said to the doctor, "will you 
now speak fully aud plainly. Tell us all you have 
to say, and keep back nothing." 

And at once, standing in the middle of the ball- 
room, the doctor began to preach that wonderful 
gospel of God concerning his Son, which is indeed 
the power of God unto salvation to every one that 
believeth. 

It was not long after this memorable evening that 
the merchant made a public confession of Christ, and 
remained a consistent believer, helping forward the 
gospel lie had once blasphemed. I cannot now 
remember whether others in the ball-room also re- 
ceived the truth into their hearts. It is my impres- 
sion that some of them did; but as this story is 
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strictly true, it is well to add nothing which is ou 
doubtful authority. 

And now, reader, what are your thoughts of it? 
Was the earnest doctor wrong, or right, in his 
characterizing? this as a matter of life and death? 
And if.it was so for this man and his guests, what is 
it for you ? 



A CURIOUS STORY. 

In the autumn of the year 1826, a Christian 
woman, Mrs. Goodwin, left her home in Milton, N. 
H., and with her little daughter Mary, a girl often 
years, went to Portsmouth, their nearest market, a 
distance of forty miles, to purchase necessaries for 
the family in their pioneer life. She stopped over 
the night in Kittery, Maine, across the Piscataqua 
river, with a relative, Mrs. Fernald, who, the fol- 
lowing day, accompanied them from Kittery to 
Portsmouth. 

Having finished their marketing and made their 
necessary purchases, they left Portsmouth at dusk 
to return to Kittery, where they were to spend the 
night. On coming across the long bridge over the 
Piscataqua, an aunt of ]\Irs. Goodwin, who lived 
close to the l)ridge, asked her to take an umbrclhi 
and leave it at a house which she would pass a mile 
or two further on the road. She w.-is not inclined 
to take the trouble, but being unwilling to roliu-c 
her relative, she accepted the trust, and placed the 
uml)rella in the bottom of the wagon. The two 
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women occupied the wagon seat, while little Mary 
sat on an empty bnttcr tirkin between them. They 
had not grone very far, on what was called the Bolt 
Hill road, leading from Portsmouth to Soiitli Ber- 
wick, when, as they were descending a little hill, 
the umbrella unexpectedly fell out of the wagon into 
the road. Mary got out and put it in, and agaiu 
took her seat. They had gone but a little way 
when it again fell out of the wagon. Mary agJiin 
picked it up, and Mrs. Goodwin put it betwe<Mi 
them and wound a portion of her dress around it, 
and said, ''I will make sure of it this time." They 
had proceeded but a little further when it seemed as 
if some unseen power pulled the uml)rella out of its 
place, and dropped it on the ground. Litth^ Mary 
got out again, and, picking up the unil)rella, said : 
"I won't keep getting in there, and havinir the 
bother of jumping out again." She accordingly 
handed the umbrella to her mother, and got into the 
hind end of the wagon and sat down. 

She had been there but a very little while, when 
the horse, which had always been noted for its g(»n- 
tleness and docility, commenced running and kicking 
in a most terrific manner. The front cf tlie wawn 
was broken by the force of the blows, the butter 
firkin on which Mary had been sittinu* was kicked 
into kindling wood, and as she sat in the hind end of 
the wasfon she could see under tlie l)ellvof the horse, 
as his flying heels were tearing everything to pieces. 
How the women escaped instant death was a won- 
der, but Mrs. Goodwin contrived to rein the horse 



272 TALES OF TUUST. 

out of the road, and sprang out and took him by the 
bridle, when at once he reared and stood upon his 
hind feet as upright as a man, jerking the bridle 
from her hand. She instantly dropped on her knees 
and prayed, **0 Lord, take the devil out of that 
horse !" 

In a moment the horse was as quiet and docile as 
a lamb, and Mrs. Goodwin said to her daughter and 
her companion: "There, you may get out." She 
then sent for a man to come and mend the harness. 
He brought a lantern and repaired the wreck as well 
as he could, and by leading the horse, managed to 
get on to Mr. Feniald's, where they had spent the 
previous night. They found him in a peculiar state 
of mind, for a few moments before he was startled 
by what seemed to be the appearance of Mrs. Good- 
win, who seemed to be standing before him. 

Mrs. Fernald was a backslider, but this strange 
preservation and the apparently sudden answer to 
Mrs. Goodwin's prayer, wrought powerfully upon 
her mind. She turned to God and sought pardon 
for her backslidings, and then commenced praying 
for her husband, w^ho was shortly converted to God. 

More than fifty years have passed since this cir- 
cumstance occurred, and Mrs. Goodwin, who was 
long a reader of The Christian, often repeated this 
story to her friends and family, and expressed a 
wish that it might be phiced on record for the com- 
fort of the people of God. A few months ago, after 
a pilgrimage of more than fourscore years, she foil 
asleep in Christ, and as we sat in her home we were 
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glad to comply with her desire ; aud this story, 
taken down from the lips of "little Mary," now a 
gray-haired woman, is given to the family of God as 
another instance of the wondrous workings of an 
overruling and delivering Providence, which saves 
us from dangers seen and unseen, and which, out of 
temporal dangers, troubles, and afflictions, often 
brings spiritual blessings and benefits above all that 
we can ask or even think. 



THE CHRONOMETER OF GOD. 

In some "Rambling Notes of an Idle Excursion," 
in the Atlantic Monthly ^ S. L. Clemens repeats *'a 
true story, true in every detail," told by a minister 
on board the ship where they were sailing. They 
had been talking of the ship's chronometer, — that 
jealously guarded instrument, Avithout which no ship 
can safely make her way across the trackless deep, — 
and of the wreck and destruction sometimes result- 
ing from its varying a few minutes from the exact 
time, when the minister related in substance the fol- 
lowing anecdote : — 

Captain Rounceville's vessel was lost ifi mid- 
Atlantic, and likewise his wife and his two little 
children. Captain Rounceville and seven seamen 
escaped with life, but with little else. A small, 
rudely-constructed raft was to be their home for eight 
days. They had neither provisions nor water. 
They had scarcely any clothing, no one had a coat 
but the captain. This coat was changing hands all 
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the time, for the weather was very cold. Whenever 
a man became exhausted with the cold, they put the 
coat on him and laid him down between two ship- 
mates until the garment and their bodies had warmed 
life into him again. 

Among the sailors was a Portuguese w^ho knew no 
English. He seemed to have no thought of his own 
calamity, but was concerned only about the captain's 
bitter loss of wife and children. By day he would 
look his dumb compassion in the captain's face ; and 
by night, in the darkness of the driving spray and 
rain, he woiild seek out the captain and try to com- 
fort him with caressing pats on the shoulder. One 
day, w^hen hunger and thirst were making their sme 
inroads upon the men's strength and spirits, a float- 
ing barrel was seen at a distance. It seemed a great 
find, for doubtless it contained food of some sort. 
A brave fellow swam to it, and after a long and 
exhausting effort got it to the raft. It was eagerly 
opened. It was a barrel of magnesia ! 

On the fifth day an onion was spied. A sailor 
swam off and got it. Although perishing with hun- 
ger, he brought it in its entirety and put it into the 
captain's hand. The history of the sea teaches that' 
among starving, shipwrecked men selfishness is rare, 
and a wonder-compelling magnanimity the rule. The 
onion was equally divided into eight parts, and 
eaten with deep thanksgivings. 

On the eighth day a distant ship was sighted. 
Attempts were made to hoist an oar, with Captain 
Eounceville's coat on it for a signal. There were 
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many failures, for the men were but skeletons now, 
and strengthless. At last success was achieved, but 
the signal brought no help. The ship faded out of 
sight, and left despair behind her. • By and by 
another ship appeared, and passed so near that the 
cast-aways, everj^ eye eloquent with gratitude, made 
ready to welcome the boat that would be sent to 
save them. But this ship also drove on, and left 
these men staring their unutterable dismay into each 
other's ashen faces. Late in the day still another 
ship came up out of the distance, but the men noted 
with a pang that her course was one which would 
not bring her nearer. The remnant of life was 
nearly spent; their lips and tongues were swollen, 
parched, cracked with eight days' thirst ; their bodies 
starved ; and here was their last chance gliding re- 
lentlessly from them ; they would not be alive when 
the next sun rose. 

For a day or two past the men had lost their 
voices, but now Captain Eounceville whispered, 
"Let us pray." The Portuguese patted him on the 
shoulder in token of deep approval. All knelt at 
the base of the oar that was waving the signal-coat 
aloft, and bowed their heads. The sea was tossing; 
the sunjrested, a red, rayless disk, on the sea line in 
the west. When the men presently raised their 
heads they would have roared a • hallelujah if they 
had had a voice ; the ship's sails lay wrinkled and 
flapping against her masts ; she was going about ! 
Here was a rescue at last, and in the very instant of 
time that was left for it. No, not rescue yet — only 
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the imminent prospect of it. The red disk sunk 
under the sea and darkness blotted out the ship. 
By and by came a pleasant sound — oars moving in a 
boat's row-locks. Nearer it came, and nearer, within 
thirty steps, but nothing visible. Then a deep • 
voice: "Hol-Zo/" The cast-aways could not an- 
swer; their swollen tongues refused voice. The 
boat skilled round and round the raft, started 
away — the agony of it I — returned, rested the oars, 
close at hand, listening, no doubt. The deep voice 
again; "HoWo/ where are you, shipmates?" Cap- !- 
tain Rounceville whispered to his men, sajing: . 
* 'Whisper your best, boys ! now — all at once !" So . 
they sent out an eightfold whisper in hoarse con- | 
cert : ''Here I" There was life in it if it succeeded; J 
death if it failed. After that supreme moment, | 
Captain Rounceville was conscious of nothing until fe 
he came to himself on bbard the saving ship. Said ^. 
the minister, concluding : ! 

"There was one little moment of time in which 
the raft could be visible from that ship, and only 
one. If that one little fleeting moment had passed 
unfruitful, those men's doom was sealed. As close 
as that does God shave events foreordained from the 
beginning of the world. ^^Tien the sun reached the 
water's edge that day, the captain of the ship was 
sitting on deck, reading his prayer book. The l)Ook 
fell ; he stooped to pick it up, and happened to 
glance at the sun. In that instant the far-ofl*i*aft 
appeared for a second against the red disk, its 
needle-like oar and diminutive signal cut sharp mi 
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bliick against the bright surface, and in the next 
instant was thrust away into the dusk again. But 
that ship, that captain, and that pregnant instant, 
had their work appointed for thera in the dawn of 
time, and could not fail of the performance. The 
chronometer of God never errs !" 



A GRASSHOPPER STORY. 

Whenever I go to London, I always stand at the 
corner of the Bank of Enirland for a minute or two, 
watching the crowed of busy men hurrying every- 
where. What thousands of cares they carry ! How 
many anxieties ! Then I look at the Royal Exchange. 
It is pleasant to see the London sparrows, though 
they are a little, black and grimy, chirping on the 
massive cornices, as free and happy as possible, 
above the din and awful hurry of the great city. 
They have no cares, no anxieties. They seem to 
know what the great letters mean, which are cut in 
the stones on which they hop: "The earth is the 
Lord's and the fulness thereof." God keeps the 
sparrows, and they are happy. I wish the busy city 
men would watch the sparrows, and read the great 
city text. 

But the sparrows and the text are not the most 
attractive things about the Exchange, and I am sure 
if you look at it, you would think as I do — that the 
weather-cock is the most sini>'ul.Mr and curious th\u<y 
about the building. Jt is not like any other weather- 
cock in England, or, I should think, in the wox'ld; 
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for there, twisting on the pinnacle of the spire, is a 
monster grasshopper ; and I'll tell you how it came 
to be there. 

About three hundred and fifty years ago, a woman 
with a little baby in her arms, was trudging along a 
country lane. Presently, after looking to see that 
no one was watching her, she climbed over a gate 
into the field, and wrapping the baby in its little 
shawl, siie laid it down in the grass, so gently as not 
to awaken it, and then, never even looking behind 
her, she climbed over the gate again into the lane 
and went on her journey. 

The baby soon awoke, and began to ciy ; and it 
cried for a long, long time. And at last, tired and 
hungry, and hot with the sun, for it was a fine sum- 
mer's day, it was wearied out, and dropped off to 
sleep again. But God had "heard the voice of the 
lad," and see how simply he brought help for the 
little one. 

By and by, down the lane came a school-boy. He 
was whistling away, as happy as ever he could be ; 
he had come out of school, and was going home. 
He lived at the farm-house a little way farther up the 
lane. Now he gathered a few primroses; now he 
scampered after a butterfly; now he had a shy at a 
bird ; but jiist as he came to the gate over which the 
woman had climbed, he heard a grasshopper cliii"j)ing 
away so loudly, that he sprang over the gate to catch 
him, and there was the baby, fast asleep 1 Far more 
pleased than if he had caught a hundred gi*asshoppers, 
the boy took up the little fellow, and ran homo with 
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his prize. The kind farmer's wife, although she had 
many children of her own, at once determined to 
keep the little orphan who had been saved by a 
grasshopper. 

Years passed away and the baby became a strong 
boy ; the boy grew to be a man ; he went to London 
and became a merchant. God blessed all he did, 
and he rose to be the most noted man in the city. 
Queen Elizabeth was then on the throne, and often 
did she send for Sir Thomas Gresham, for the little 
deserted boy had become a knight, to consult him 
on the great affairs of state. 

About three hundred years ago. Sir Thomas 
Gresham founded the Exchange. The Queen came 
to dine with him, and to lay the first stone; and 
there upon the topmost pinnacle. Sir Thomas placed 
a gi'asshopper : and there it is to-day, to tell the 
busy, toiling city, and to tell you and me, wheij we 
go to see the city, that Almighty God will hear the 
infant's cry, and can save a valuable life by even 
such a little thing as a grasshopper. 

So it was that *'God heard the voice of the lad." 



SAVED FROM THE THUNDERBOLT. 

In the life of the late Gen. A. S. Johnston, Rev. 
Edward Fontaine relates, that from 1849 to 1854 he 
was rector of the Episcopal church in Austin, Texas, 
where Gen. Johnston then had his head-quarters as 
pay-master in the U. S. army. Mr. Fontaine had 
preached a sermon on the special providence of God ; 
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and dining the same day with the general, he, in 
referring to the discourse, remarked : — 

"Your sermon to-day interested me very much. 
I believe firmly in the doctrine of a particular provi- 
dence, which directs or controls the destiny of worlds 
or atoms ; and I will relate an incident in my ovni 
life, which, with many others of a similar character, 
"has confirmed me in my belief, and which, I think, 
will serve to illustrate the truth of your sermon. As 
the pay-master of this department of our army, I 
have for the last four years visited Fort Croghan, 
Fort Worth, and other garrisons in Texas, regularly 
once in three months, to pay our troops. I have 
generally had the same escort of troops whom I can 
trust. I have had the same ambulance, the same 
mules, and the same driver ; and during each quar- 
terly trip between Fort Croghan and Fort Worth, I 
havc^ invariably camped about one hour before sunset 
under a certain post-oak tree, near a fine spring, at 
the end of my first daj^'s journey from Fort Croghan. 
The mules were so accustomed to the spot that 
whenever I reached it they went to the oak tree, and 
turned the wagon round in a position suitable for 
unloading, and pitching the tent under the tree. I 
used the body of the tree as a support for the tent, 
one end of which was fastened to it. 

*'In order to reach this camping place in proper 
time, I was in the liabit of starting punctually at 
eight o'clock in the morning, and I do not remember 
to have deviated five minutes from that hour in fom* 
years, except on one occasion. The ambulance and 
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escort were all ready, and willing and waiting for the 
.order to march. But I sat convcrtjing with tho 
officers and ladies of the post one hour lat(*r tlian 
usual. I remember thinking several times that I had 
better be off; but I felt an aversion to stiirting, for 
which I could give no good reason. At length I 
found that I had idled an entire hour, and gave tho 
orders to move. One hour later than usual, travel- 
ing four miles an hour, I was at a distance of four 
miles from the camping place, when I met a furious 
storm from the north-west. The wind, rain, aud hail, 
accompanied with tremendous thunder and incessant 
lightning, beat full in our faces with such violence 
that I was compelled to halt in the prairie, turn tho 
front of the ambulance and the heads of the nuiles 
from the storm, and remain where we were until it 
was over. It continued until late in the night : aud 
we remained upon the spot in a very uiicouil'ortahle 
situation until the next morning. As soou as it was 
light, I ordered a move to our usual canii)iug place, 
where there was plenty of wood aud water, and 
where I intended to breakfast. In an hour we 
reached it. But the post-oak was (/one/ A flash of 
lightning had shivered it in fragments, aud torn 
many of the roots of it out of the ground ; and from 
the effects of the terrible stroke I am contident tljat I 
should have been killed, and all with nie would have 
perished, if I had reached it at the usual time, and if 
the tent had been pitched where it had been once in 
three months for four years. I felt truly thanldFiil 
for my escape. Now, sir, I can only account for it 
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in this way : I suppose that, unconsciously to myself, 
the grpat and all-pervading Spirit influenced my own 
spirit, and kept me employed or amused in conversa- 
tion at Fort Croghan. It was necessary that the 
particular spot of earth where I usually camped 
should be electritied ; but it was not necessary that I 
should then be killed. Hence a Divine Providence 
interrupted the regularity of my movements, and 
saved ray life." 



DELIVERANCE TO THE CAPTIVES. 

In the year 1859 considerable excitement was 
caused in the United States, by the capture, off the 
coast of Cuba, by a United States cruiser, of a vessel 
called the Wanderer, on her way from Africa with a 
cargo of Africans to be sold as slaves. 

The condition of these poor captives was such that 
the captain of the cruiser felt it to be duty to put 
into Savannah, which was the neairest United States 
port. Being informed of the capture. President 
Buchanan telegraphed to have the slaves brought at 
once to some northern port ; but before his dispatch 
reached Savannah, a lawless gang boarded the Wan- 
derer, took the negroes, and ran them off toward the 
Gulf of Mexico, disposing of them and scattering 
them over the countiy in Such a manner that the 
feeble efforts i)ut forth for their discovery proved 
entirely unavailing. 

Nothing more was heard of the captives from the 
Wanderer ; the subject passed from public notice ; 
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the war came ; slavery was abolished, and with the 
rest of the slave population, the captives of the 
Wanderer were set free ; but where they were, or 
what was their condition, was unknown. 

After an absence of twelve years from his native 
country, R. D. Philips, a missionary of the South- 
ern Baptist Convention, to Youbia, in Central Africa, 
returned to America to revisit his friends, and one 
Sundiiy morning was addressing a congregation of 
colored people at Mobile, Alabama. 

While speaking of his mission and of the people of 
Africa, he repeated the Lord's prayer in Youbian, to 
illustrate the character of the language. He had 
just commenced his prayer *'in an unknown tongue," 
when a shout of delight burst from a little group at 
the farther end of the church ; but as shouting is no 
strange sound in a colored congregation, nothing 
was thought of it till the close of the service, when 
the little company hurried forward and came throng- 
ing around Mr. Philips, and addressed him in the 
Youbian language. 

They told him that they were a part of the Wan- 
derer's cargo, abducted at Savannah, and described 
how they were first kidnapped in their own country 
while on a trading expedition, by the Dahomies, who 
sold them to the captain of the Wanderer; and 
related their recapture by the United States vessel, 
only to be kidnapped and sold again in the United 
States. 

Since the conclusion of the war they had gathered 
tbe^iselves into a little community in Alabama, had 
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embraced Christianity, and were prospering in a 
worldly point of view, but desired to be sent back to 
Africa, that they might meet their families and be 
useful to their people ; and their delight at hearing 
once more, in a foreign land, the language of their 
native country, knew no bounds. 

Should they return to their own land to proclaim 
the message of salvation to their friends, their story, 
already curious and remarkable, will yet more won- 
derfully illustrate the overruling power and provi- 
dence of Almighty God, who looks down from 
heaven to hear the groaning of the prisoner, to break 
the chains of the captive, and let the oppressed go 
free. 



WHY NOT TAKE HEED? 

A large proportion of the troubles and disasters 
which overtake men, would doubtless be avoided if 
they would only heed the admonitions of the Spirit 
of God. Time and again men rush into danger 
against the constraining influence of the Holy Spirit ; 
and no doubt multitudes go to their death with 
warnings pressed upon them, but unheeded, because 
their hearts have waxed gross, and their ears are 
dull of hearing. 

The Scmdusky Register gives the following inci- 
dent in connection with the terrible Ashtabula rail- 
way disaster: "We have come into possession of 
some very singular fact s in relation to the escape of 
a Bellevue man in two railroad accidents, one of 
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them that of Ashtabula. The gentleman is a Mr. 
Freese, and the truth of his i«toiy is vouched for by 
some of the best people in Huron and Sandusky 
counties. It is said by those who know him that 
his reputation for veracity is unquestioned. Several 
years ago Mr. Freese and his entire family (wife 
und two children) went from Bellevue to a village in 
Pennsylvania to visit some relatives. After staying 
at their relatives' home for a few days, Mr. Freese 
and his family started one evening to return to 
Bellevue. They took the cars at Erie. Mr. Freese 
says, that the moment he stepped aboard the train ho 
felt a strange and unaccountable disinclination to 
commence the journey. There was something that 
seemed to oppress his mind, and he felt an impulse 
to turn back and take some later train. But he 
shook off the feeling as best he could, and tried to 
laugh at himself for entertaining what he considered 
a wild and foolish notion, of which he was even 
ashamed to speak to his w^fe. As the train moved 
on he held one of his childi'en on his lap and fell into 
a doze. While thus half asleep he had a dream, in 
which he saw with startling distinctness, his wife and 
children lying in coffins, and all the preparations 
being made for a funeial service. Such a sight was 
well calculated to carry terror even to the stoutest 
heart. But the worst was yet to come — the awful 
realization of the dream. In a few moments there 
was a jar and a jerk of the train, a shiver seemed to 
ruu through every timber of the coaches, there was 
a crash, a fall, and the cars plunged into the water. 
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A bridge had given away. Mr. Freese found himself 
held down in the water by a piece of timber, but he 
succeeded in releasing himself, and crawled out of 
the car. He saw a train employe with a lantern, 
passing along on a log beside the train, and the man 
helped him out of the wreck and put him on his feet. 
Mr. Freese found that he had suffered no special 
injmy, but he felt completely unnerved. The terrible 
reality of the presentiment flashed upon his mind, 
and his brain reeled as he thought that he should see 
his wife and children lying cold on death, as they 
had appeared to him in his dream. A search re- 
sulted in discovering Mrs. Freese in the wrecked car, 
dead. The dead bodies of the children were found 
near by. The remains were taken to Bellevue for 
interment. 

''Some time thereafter Mr. Freese married again, 
and awhile prior to the Ashtabula accident, he and 
his family went East. They determined upon a day 
to start home, but when the time arrived, Mr. Freese 
felt a strong disinclination to start. A strange im- 
pulse again seized him, and he felt that if he were to 
go then, something terrible would happen on the 
way. He had disregarded this feeling once, but he 
had resolved never to do so again, consequently he 
decided to start one day earlier, and to go a part of 
the way by a different route than he had anticipated 
taking. It was at first his intention to reach Cleve- 
land on Friday night, December 29th, and the train 
which he and his family would have been compelled 
to take to do so would have been the ill-fated one 
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that went into the terrible abyss at Ashtatmhi. Tho 
change which he made in time and trains kept him 
and his family out of one of the most terrible acci- 
dents in the history of railwaye." 

**^Vlioso is wise, and will observe these things, 
even they shall undei'stand the loving-kindness of the 
Lord." Ps. cvii. 43. 



A EESCUED CHILD. 

At an outdoor meeting in Massachusetts, about 
the year 1860, a Christian gentleman approached a 
friend and suggested to him that they retire to the 
woods for a season of prayer. The friend assented 
to the proposal, and as they were unable to tind a 
secluded spot near the encampment, they pushed 
on through the thicket for some distance, till they 
reached a place which seemed to be shut in from the 
outside world. Here, on a mossy bank, they knelt 
down to present their needs to God. One, with 
bowed head and closed eyes, had begun to pray, 
when he was startled by the exclamation from the 
other, — ''My Lord 1 is that a child's body ? " Rising 
quickly and following his friend, who had started as 
he spoke, to their horror, just before them in an 
evergreen, they saw hanging tho slight form of a 
fair-haired boy of five years ! The little face came 
in sight, with every vein turgid and discolored, and 
revealing traces of the terrible struggle that must 
hut recently have taken place. 

ujt'aH 'sboy! Here, a knife 1 There's life 1 ^ 



i 
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The cord is severed. The motionless body is laid 
upon the green-sward. The gentlemen employ every 
means of resuscitation used in such cases. As they 
work, they pray. There is a twitching of the mus- 
cles, a distressed breathing, and he is saved 1 With 
glad hearts, they bear him to the camp, where he is 
soon in the arms of his mother. 

When lie had recovered himself, the little penitent 
stood by his mother's side and, with tears and sobs, 
made his confession : 

**0h ! mamma, I didn't know it hurt so 1 I heard 
them talk about that wicked man that they hung in 
prison, and I wanted to find out how it felt, and 
nobody wouldn't tell me. I didn't mean to steal 
that rope, truly I didn't. And I didn't mean to let 
clear go, but it slipped, the rope did, and it hurt so, 
and it grew all dark, and the world whirled all round, 
and I could not catch it again, and then I went to 
sleep and didn't wake up till a big man had me in his 
arms. But I won't do it never, never, never again," 
said tlie little fellow, with a shudder, '' 'cause it 
hurts so ! " 

Years afterwards, the little boy, grown to a tall 
youth, was accosted by two strangers : 

''Do you know us? *' 

"I do not recall you." 

"What ! do you not remember the two men who 
cut you down from a tree in which you were hanging 

in old W woods ? But no wonder, if we have 

changed as much as you ; for we would hardly think 
that you were the little fellow we found in the ever- 
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green, if you did not look so much like your father." 
The word of God ever eommunds and encouraires 
men to pray. But what was it that impelled these 
two men at that precise moment to wander through 
the forest till they found that secluded spot, where 
their kneeling posture brought the hanging child 
within the range of their vision? Was it not a divine 
impulse? Had they not at that time found thc^ir way 
to that place, the childish exi)erinient would have 
resulted in the mysterious loss of a life which had 
been the subject of many pniycrs ; in the desolation 
of a happy home ; — and the saved l>oy would not 
have lived to record on these pages his deliverance 
through the guiding providence of God. j. k. h. 



A COLLISION AVERTED. 

A correspondent of the .£for(/brcZ Times writes as 
follows : I met the other day IMr. II , for- 
merly of Providence, superintendent of the Provi- 
dence and Worcester mlroad, and he told me some 
rather odd experiences, which he gave mc free per- 
mission to publish. I give you, as exactly as is 
possible, a transcript of this rather extraordinary 
conversation : — 

''I think the most remarkable instance of super- 
natural interference for the benefit of humanity 
which I have personal knowledge of," said Mr. 
H , ''occurred when I was in the freight depart- 
ment of the Providence and Worcester railroad. 
As the tracks entered the depot here, some few rods 

10 
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up the road there Wcos a combiuation of switches, 
which, if covered by a standing train, could not ])e 
rearranged, so that a down train would, unless sig- 
nalled to stop, inevitably rush on to what stood in 
the way. One night the freight train, w^hich always 
arrived in time to make its changes and get out of 
the way before the Shore Line express should ar- 
rive, was late. 

''There were but twentv-five minutes to make all 
arrangements and clear the track. This was no 
unusual occurrence ; and as the signal red light at 
the mast-head was up and brightly burning, there 
was no apparent danger of anything to produce the 
slightest nervousness. The delays very frequently 
occurred, and were thus provided for by the signal. 
I remember very distinctly, however, that on this 
occasion I walked out to the very end of the depot 
platform, and that I suddenly heard in my ear these 
words, twice repeated, and with impressive distinct- 
ness : 

" 'H , the light will go out! H , the 

light will go out !' 

"The sound was so positive, and struck me with 
such strange power, that I instantly looked at my 
ivatch, saw that the Shore Line express was due in 
three minutes, grabbed the red lantern on the last 
car of the freight train, and ran up the track with all 
the speed of which I was capable. Along I fairly 
flew, im[)elled by some strange intuition that there 
Avas danger, and never questioning for an instant as 
1 ran why I was running, or what I was to do. 
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Arrived at the first ciul of the curve near the Corliss 
Engine works, I stopped, and for an instant turned 
and looked back at the red WixUt, It was hurninir* 
l)ut in a second it fluttered a little, and suddenlv 
went out. A world of emotions then seemed to 
rush through mj' mind, for the light of the on-com- 
ing express already illuminated iho rails. I swung 
my lantern round and round, shouted and danced 
up and down in my teirible anxiety. It seemed a 
thousand vears before I heard the whistle for mIowu 
hrakes.' The fate of the crowded train, the horrilde 
telescoping of the cars as they would inevita])ly 
crush into that solid freijjfht train, seemed to rise 
like a vision of Hades before me. But at last the 
engine was stopped. Without indicating to him his 
previous danger, I informed the engineer that the 
signal had gone out, and that I was stationed to 
wani him, and started back to the depot. When I 
ofot to the switch I found the switch man innnino: 
round and round it, almost mad with terror, for he 
could not light the treacherous lantern, and had 
anticipated a most horrible disaster. When he saw 
nie and heard that all was safe, he put his arms 
about my neck, and he — we — well, he cried lik(i a 
child, and I believe I offi^red up a prayer of i)raise 
and thanksgiving. 1 inmiediately established a se- 
ries of three lis^hts as siirnals, so that nothins: of the 
kind could possibly occur again. 

"We examined the light, and could see no possi- 
ble reason why it should have gone out. It was 
full of oil, with a perfect wick, and there was no 
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wind blowing, although if there had been it should 
have remained burning, as it had before through 
many a storm. Now, what was it that spoke in my 
ear? What was it that forced me to save that train? 
There were ordinarily but two passenger cars on the 
express, and this night there were seven, all full." 



TRACT REPOSITORY SUPPORT. 

While subjected to the varied labors, embarrass- 
ments, and trials of faith, connected with the dissem- 
ination of divine truth in the midst of a crooked and 
perverse generation, it is blessed to be permitted to 
recognize the loving care of a gracious Father, who 
knows and supplies our needs from day to day. And 
as we witness the clamor of those religious mendi- 
cants whose chief accomplishment seems to be an 
ability.to extract money enough from unwilling or 
incautious givers to sustain some *' cause"; — or to 
support the sectarian enterprises which they are 
shrewd enough to control, and out of which they 
draw their comfortable salaries ; and as we observe 
the workings of what Edward Irving described as 
** ' the religious worlds ' as it well nameth itself, — their 
endless and often prayerless committees ; their mul- 
titudinous and often unhallowed meetings ; their 
hustings-like harangues ; their numerous travelers 
upon commission ; their flaming and often fallacious 
reports ; " their private quarrels carefully veiled from 
their supporters' gaze ; their concealment of damaging 
facts, and parading of smoother misrepresentations, 
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and **all the hurry, haste, Jind bustle" of their 
sectarian machinery ; we are ghid to contrast vvitli all 
this, the conscientious devotion of those who coii.se- 
crate their gain to the Lord of the whole earth, — 
whose ofierings come, not like the scant}' flow of a 
hard-worked, wheezy pump, but like the irnsh of 
. living waters springing up unto everlasting life ; 
not according to the importunity of beggars, agents, 
and orators, but ''every man a.s* he pin^poses in his 
heart, not grudgingly, or of necessity, for God 
loveth a chekuful giver." 2 Corinthians ix. 7. 

The earth is the Lord's ; and though many a soci- 
ety's treasury is reported to be bankrupt, as it wi'll 
might be after paying its oificers more liberal salaries 
than ihey would be likely to earn elsewhere, yet the 
Lord's cause is not dependent upon such instrumen- 
talities for support ; and the Lord has various ways 
of securing the means which his work requires, with- 
out sending his servants to act the part of bawling 
beggars, stump speaker-s, and joking auctioneers, to 
get money to use for the glory of God and the good 
of men. And while God gives men grace to bear 
solemn testimony against the vanity fairs, the church 
levees, and the sanctimonious beggary which dis- 
grace Christendom to-day, he can also so order his 
providence as to care for the work to which, in his 
wisdom, he has called them to set their hands. 

The following letter from an unknown correspond- 
ent may serve to illustrate the manner in which our 
heavenly Father can quicken and direct the zeal of 
his obedient ones to carrv forward his good work ; — 
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**Dear Brother H : Enclosed you will find a 

cheek for twenty-five dollars, to be appropriated to 
the circulation of The Christian, indifierently among 
the poor who are not able to pay for it in the South, 
white or black — which will be fifty copies for one 
year. 

"The exercises and feelings I had in connection 
with this contri]>ution,and also the resolution or pur- 
pose I formed respecting it, were so striking and 
manifest a providence of God, that I do not know as 
I shall do right without relating the incident as it 
occurred. For had it not been an overrulinof act of 
God's inscrutable providence, I should not, in all 
probability, have conceived it to be my duty at this 
time to have contributed the above amount. 

"A few months since, I lost my pocket-book, con- 
taining money and papers to a large amount, — more 
than I felt able to lose, — and which I should feel the 
loss of, as I was owing at that time about the same 
amount. On the day of my loss I had been from 
home about a mile and a half, and it was nine o'clock 
in the eveninor when I returned. Ilavins: received a 
small sum of money, I did not take the trouble to 
put it in my pocket till after I got home ; and not 
till then did I ascertain my loss. M}^ health was 
very poor, and the prospect of regaining the lost 
pocket-book was quite uncertain ; it was so dark that 
I thought it would be impossible to find it, conse- 
quently I determined to remain awake during the 
night, and at three o'clock in the morning search for 
it, and, if possible, find it })efore any one should pass 
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Oil the road. But my reflections during the night 
concerning the loss of the money, and the seeming 
impossibility of finding it, were so unpleasant, that I 
endeavored to make it a subject of prayer, trusting 
that God would in some way so direct that I should 
come in possession of it ; and if so, I determined that 
I would contribute twenty dollars for the circulation 
of The Christian and five to an individual who was 
in pressing need of assistance. No sooner had I 
formed such a purpose, than all those unpleasant 
feelings left me, and I could trust in the directing 
hand of God, and did not admit a doubt but I should 
get it. 

"Accordingly at three o'clock 1 made a thorough 
search, as I thought, but could not find it ; yet my 
faith in God's guiding hand did not fail me. I 
believed that my trust in God at this time, as at 
other times, would be realized, and that I should 
have the sweet satisfaction that the above api)ropria- 
tiou would be made agreeably to the will of God. 

'* While I was reflecting upon the privilege of 
contributino^ towards disseminatin": reli2:i()us truth 
among those who were destitute, and needed to be 
instructed in the wav of rii?hteousness and true 
holiness, and the certainty of the fulfillment of the 
promises of the gospel to the believer, I was called 
on by a gentleman, a leading business man of the 
place, who came to know^ if 1 had lost anything. I 
told him I had lost ni}^ i)()cket-l)()ok. He wanted to 
know how nmch it contained. I told him. He said 
his son had occasion to pass early on that morning, 



tat.es of trust. 296 

and had found it in the road ; and that in all proba- 
bility I should otherwise have lost it, as two men 
passed by immediately after it was found. 

' 'In this I was forcibly reminded of the watchful 
care and goodness of God to his people, who will 
bring to pass the way of those who put their trust in 
him, and that his care over them would never fail. 
Oh, that henceforth I may never stagger at the 
promise through unbelief, but be strong in faith, 
giving glory to God I s." 

Some subsequent occurrences induced the wiiter 
to send twenty-five dollars, instead of twenty, which 
was safely received, and not only aided in sending 
light and truth to those that sit in darkness, but also 
gave us an encouraging token of our heavenly 
Father's care from day to day. And this is but one 
of the manifest providences by which the Lord sus- 
tains the work to which he has directed our hearts. 

Recently another letter came, written in pencil, in 
an unknown hand, and from a place which we have 
never visited, as follows : — 

* 'Dear Friend : Enclosed are three dollars ; what 
you want them for I do not know, but I can Jiave no 
rest until I send them ; but why it is^ the Lord only 
knows, and I am trying to do his will. From poor 
me to H. L. H." 

A brother in Wisconsin Writes: — "Dear Brother 

H : Enclosed you will find-twenty dollars for the 

benefit of the suflfering onc^ where your wife is called 
to labor. . . . Had it not been for the 'Guiding 
Hand,' in all probability I should not have this 
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money to send you this morning, as the outside 
doors of my house were all unlocked and open this 
morning when we awoke ; but as I undrcsr^ed in the 
])athing-room last evening, and carelessly left my 
pantaloons, containing my money, there, it was undis- 
covered. The house was probabl}^ searched during 
the night, as my wife positively asserts that she, as 
is her custom, locked the doors, and tried them, 
before retiring. 

*'This morning we concluded that the best way to 
save our surplus was to lay it up where neither moth 
nor rust cori'upt, and where thieves do not break 
through and steal. May the blessing of the Most 
High rest upon thee, brother. Remember me in 
your prayers. w. c. r." 

We might relate many instances of a kindred 
character, where the Lord has been pleased to exer- 
cise the minds of his children, and direct the events 
of his providence in such a manner that our work 
has been sustained to this day. And we have felt 
led to abstain from public and private announcement 
of our actual or apparent needs, not that we think it 
positively wrong for others to make such statements 
in a proper manner to their Christian "brethren, but 
because the Lord has shown us by various manifest 
providences, that vfQ-must not depend on man's nid or 
promises, nor walk by sight, in respect to these mat- 
ters. And when we have done this, he has made us to 
realize most bitterly the truth of this word : *' Cursed 
is the man that trusteth in man, and maketh flesh his 
arm, and whose heart departeth from the Lord." 
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Why the Lord has so led us, we do uot know. 
We are sure it is not because we are better, or 
holier, or less *' unprofitable servants," than many 
others around us. But if God be pleased to lead us 
through this path of obedient trustfulness, wc desire 
to be subject to his holy will ; and if he choose to 
make our experience in temporal things a blessing 
to others of his tried and scattered flock, we are 
content, and thank and praise his blessed name for 
every cross, and every trial, and every token of his 
loving care. 



WARNING VOICES. 

During a season of religious awakening and ref- 
ormation in the village of B , about the year 

1869, there lived in one house tAvo young couples, 
who had just started in the common pursuits of this 
life, buoyant, ambitious, and hopeful. 

The Lord wrought deep conviction in the hearts 
of many, and a goodly number submitted to Christ, 
and became obedient, faithful Christians. These 
two men and their companions were among the 
awakened. T-hey read their Bibles, talked of Christ 
and their duties, attended the meetings, prayed in 
secret, and were very serious. One of them, with 
his wife, concluded to forsake all for Christ and 
eternal life. They yielded to the Spirit's power, 
found peace in Christ, and the joyful hope of eter- 
nal life ; and have ever since been among the de- 
voted workers in the Master's vineyard. 
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The other couple decided not to submit to Christ 
.theu, but to seek the pleasures of this world a little 
longer, and then obey the Lord. They resisted the 
Spirit, and stifled their convictions of duty to God 
and his truth; abandoned the meetings, and sought 
the society of the proud, and the vain amusements 
i)f popular society. The husband soon became the 
master of a vessel sailing along the New England 
coast, and became deeply interested in business. 
AVith unusual ambition and impetuosity all his ener- 
gies were devoted to getting money, his wife accom- 
panying him on his voyages and aiding his effoits. 
But the voice of the Lord followed them from port 
to port, and so troubled their consciences that they 
often made a^ows to him, which they as often broke. 
They gathered money, yet frequent calamities 
warned them of the Lord's displeasure, and urged 
them to think of the command to seek "durable 
riches." They still refused. On one voyage a 
steamer struck the vessel and did much damage, yet 
tiieir lives were spared. They repaired damages 
and made another trip, sold the cargo, got their 
money collected and into their cabin, when a band of 
marked ruflians broke in upon them, and took the 
money and everything else of value from them. 
Rut this did not turn them to Christ. Another 
voyage was projected ; and while taking in the cargo, 

Cai)tain K fell, and so disabled both feet and 

logs that he was unable to sail. They procured 
another ni«ister to go, and the ship and cargo were 
burned at sea, while the seamen escaped. This also 
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failed to bring Captain K and his wife to Christ. 

Another vessel was chartered ; before Captain K 

could walk, his cargo was ready ; he was carried ou 
board to take command, and sailed for'New Jersey 
with his wife. They encountered a gale and * 'troub- 
led sea" in March, 1875, and were driven upon the 
rocks off Bluff Island ; the vessel and cargo were 
lost, the crew saved miraculously, but Captain 

K and wife were washed from the deck and 

found a grave in the deep, in the presence of the 
rescued crew, who had reached the shore, but could 
render no assistance to these victims who had re- 
sisted so many warning voices of the Lord, and who 
were now suddenly cut off in their sins. 

Years have^ passed away since these two married 
couples felt the conviction of their duty to believe in 
and follow Christ, and united in searching the Scrip- 
tures, and in conversation about securing eternal 
life. One couple decided to have what they could 
of this world first, and spent their years in pride 
and vanity, in toil and calamity, in remorse and 
fear; and ended their course in darkness. The 
other couple found Christ their Saviour, entered 
gladly into his service, and have spent their years in 
peace and joy, and hope of life eternal in the world 
to come. They find "durable riches" in Christ, and 
the Holy Spirit gives them joys unutterable while , 
they toil for the salvation of sinners. Reader, will 
not you make the wise choice, and do it now? De- 
lay not, but come while you may. < 'Behold, now 
is the accepted time." 



TALES OF TRtJST. 301 



RESCUE FROM THE LOCH EARN. 

They that go down to the sea in ships and do Tms- 
iness upon the great waters, see the works of the 
Lord, and his wonders in the deep. Cut off from 
all human hope and expectation, their souls await 
with prayers and tears the delivering mercy of the 
Lord ; and how many, many times they taste that 
mercy at the hand of Him who once walked upon 
the waves of the Sea of Galilee, and who calmed the 
raging billows with his word. 

"God moves in a mysterious way, 
His wonders to perform ; 
He plants his footsteps in tbe sea, 
And rides upon the storm." 

An illustration of this is found in connection with 
the rescue of some of the passengers of the ill-fated 
French steam-ship Ville du Havre, which was sunk 
by a collision with the Loch Earn, November 22, 
1873, on her voyage from New York to France. 
After the sinking of the Ville du Havre, with some 
two hundred of her passengers, the rest were taken 
up by the Loch Earn, from which most of them 
were afterwards transfeiTed to the Trimountain. 
Others remained on board the Loch Earn, where, in 
consequence of its disabled condition, they seemed 
again in imminent danger of being lost. 

On the- eleventh of December, while Mr. D. L. 
Moody was conducting a noonday prayer-meeting in 
the city of Edinburgh, Dr. Andrew Thompson read 
a letter from a Christian lady, the mother of one of 
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these imperiled passengers, which contained the 
following account : — 

** After the Trimountain left them, and they had 
examined their ship, many a heart failed, and they 
feared they would never see land again. They 
could not navigate the vessel, and were left to the 
mercy of the winds and waves, or rather to the care 
of Him who ruleth wind and wave. Vain was the 
help of man. The wind drove them out of the 
course of ships, northward. You are aware that 
two ministers were left on board the Loch Eani. 
One, Mr. Cook, a truly godly man, did all he could 
to encourage their hearts. Every day, at noon, he 
gathered them together, and earnestly, by pi-aycr, 
strove to lead them to the Saviour, and this he con- 
tinued to do till they reached England. The day 
before they were rescued they knew that very 
shortly the ship must go down. The wind had 
changed, bringing them nearer the track of ships, 
but they had little hope of being saved. Mr. Cook 
told them of his own hope, that death to him would 
be gain, and he urgently entreated them to put their 
trust in Him who was 'mighty to save.' At the 
same time he told them he had no doubt they would 
be rescued, that even then a vessel was speeding to 
save them, that God had answered their prayers, 
that next day as morning dawned they would sec 
her. That night was one of great anxiety. 

"As morning dawned, every eye was strained to 
sec the promised ship. There truly she was, and 
the British Queen bore down upon them. You may 
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think that with thankful hearts thov h'ft tlie Loch 
Earn. One thing is remarka])le — the ofticer in 
charge on board the British Queen had a most unac- 
countable feelin^r that there was soniethins^ for him 
to do, and three times durin«: the wvAxi he rhanired 
the course of the vessel, ])earing northward. lie 
told the watch to keep a sharp look-out for a ship, 
and immediately on sighting the Loch Earn, bore 
down upon her. At first he thought she had been 
abandoned, as she lay helpless in the trough of the 
sea, but soon they saw her signal of distress. It 
seems to me a remarkable instance of faith on the 
one side and a o:uidin2: Providence on the other. 
After they were taken on board the pilot-boat that 
brought them into Plymouth, at noon, when they 
for the last time together joined in prayer, Mr. 
Cook read to them the account of Paul's shipwreck, 
showing the similarity of their experience. I ear- 
nestly trust that the teaching the crew of the Loch 
Earn received during that time of sore trial, may be 
greatly blessed to them." 



A PERSECUTOR'S DEATH. 

The Irish Evangelist publishes the following 
story, written by the late venerable Wm. Ferguson, 
a Wesleyan minister, whose reminiscences of Meth- 
odism in Ireland are full of interest : — 

Matthew Stewart was a wild and thous^htless 
youth w^hen he entered the army, enlisting into a 
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regiment of dragoons ; but having heard the Meth- 
odist ministers, he attended preaching when he had 
opportunity ; the gospel became the power of God 
imto his salvation, and he began to direct others to 
Christ. In 1785 he was stationed at Athlone, where 
he was introduced to Mr. Wesley, and by him 
encouraged to persevere in his efforts to save his 
fellow-men. A few months after this interview, he 
was desired by the adjutant of the regiment to come 
to his quarters, which he did when the parade was 
over. 

<* Stewart," said the adjutant, ''orders have come 
to the Horse Guards to discharge you ;" and express- 
ing the strongest affection for him, while the tears 
ran down his cheeks, he filed his discharge. 

Mr. Stewart returned to his native place, and in 
the spring of the following year he received a letter 
from Mr. Wesley, enclosing five guineas, recom- 
mending him to go to the west of the county of 
Donegal, then very destitute of religious instruction, 
and adding, "When you have spent this and stand in 
need of more money, apply to your affectionate 
friend, John Wesley." 

Receiving this as the instruction of Providence, he 
went and preached in many places near the western 
coast — as the Glcnties, Ardara and its neighbor- 
hood, and Locrus Point, where many of the inhab- 
itants attended his ministry, several were awak- 
ened, and small societies were formed, which con- 
tinue to this day. 

After he had been some time in this country, Mr. 
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Stewart was preaching in the house of a farmer a 
few miles from Ardara, when a very powerful man, 
a Eoman Catholic, frequently hiterrupted him, and, 
with some awful imprecations, swore that he would 
have the preacher's heart's blood before he crossed 
Bainbaw mountain. He understood that Mr. Stew- 
art had an appointment to preach, which made it 
necessary that he should cross the mountain on the 
next day. Mr. Stewart rose early in the morning, 
and prepai'ed to set out on his journey. The farm- 
er's wife urged him to stay for breakfast; but he 
declined, saying, "I will eat nothing until i know 
what the Lord will do with me." 

Although there was a good road over the moun- 
tain, yet for six miles there was no human habita- 
tion. Lifting his heart to God in prayer, Mr. Stew- 
ait pursued his lonely way, not meeting with nor 
seeing any person until he had passed over the 
higher part of the mountain and was descending on 
the other side. Having advanced about a mile from 
the summit of the hill, he saw at some distance be- 
fore him two men standing in the road. On his 
nearer approach a third appeared lying on the road- 
side ; a few paces more enabled him to see an ex- 
pression of deep concern on the countenances of the 
men who were standing, in earnest conversation one 
with the other. They informed him that about fif- 
teen minutes before he had made his appearance, 
they had been working at a turf a short distance off, 
when the man now lying in the road came to tlie 
place. They saw him stagger and fall, and \\m to 
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hi* assistance, but when they reached hun he was 
dead. 

"Last night," said Mr. Stewart, ^*that man 
swore, with awful imprecations, that he would have 
my heart's blood before I should cross this moun- 
tain." 

**Well," replied they, "he will kill nobody now." 
That evening, about two miles farther on, Mr. 
Stewart preached, and the body of the dead man 
was brought to the very next house to that in which 
he delivered his message of peace. This awful 
occurrence made such a deep impression on the 
inhabitants of the neighborhood, that Mr. Stewart 
met with no more persecution. Several were awak- 
ened, and the fruits of that mission, like bread upon 
the waters, were gathered after many days. 



THE WIDOW AND THE LANDLORD. 

In a sermon on temptation, from 1 Cor. x. 13, — 
"There hath no temptation taken you but such as is 
common to man : but God is faithful, who will not 
suffer you to be tempted above that ye are able ; but 
will with the temptation also make a way to escape, 
thiit ye may be able to bear it," — John Wesley, 
while speaking of the providential ways of escape 
from temptation, says : — 

The original word, which we render a way to es- 
cape, is extremely significant. The meaning of it is 
nearly expressed by the English word outlet; but 
more exactly by llio old word out-gate, still fre- 
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quently used by the old Scotch writers. It literally 
means a way out. And this, God will either find or 
make ; — which He that hath all wisdom, as well ns all 
power in heaven and earth, can never be at a loss 
how to do. 

He sometimes makes a way of escape out of tempt- 
ation, by removing the occasion of it. The histo- 
rios of mankind, of the church in pailicular, afford 
us immberless instances of this. And many have 
occurred in our own memory, and within the little 
circle of our acquaintance. One of the many I think 
it worth while to r^ate, as a memorable instance of 
the faithfulness of God, in making a way to escape 
out of temptation : — Elizabeth Chadsey, then living 
in London, whose daughter is living at this day, and 
is no dishonor to her parents, was advised to admin- 
ister to her husband, who was supposed to leave 
much substance behind him. But when a full in- 
quiry into his circumstances was made, it appeared 
that this supposition was entirely without founda- 
tion ; and that he not only left nothing at all l)ehind 
him, but also was very considerably in debt. 

It was not long after his burial, that a person 
came to her house, and said, *'Mrs. Chadsey, you 
are much indebted to your landlord, and he has sent 
me to demand the rent that is due to him." She 
answered, "Sir, I have not so much money in the 
world; indeed, I have none at all!" "But," said 
he, "have you nothing that will fetch money?" She 
replied, "Sir, you see all that I have ; I have noth- 
ing in the house but these six children." 
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**Then," said he, **I must execute my writ, and 
carry you to Newgate. But it is a hard ciise. I 
will leave you here till to-morrow, and will 2:0 and 
try, if I cannot persuade your landlord to «:ive jou 
time." He returned the next morning and said, 
'*I have done all I can; I have used all the arjru- 
ments I could think of, but your landlord is not to 
be moved. He vows, if I do not carry you to 
prison without delay, I shall go thither myself." 

She answered, "You have done your part. The 
will of the Lord be done!" He said, "I will ven- 
ture to make one trial more, and*will come asrain in 
the morning." He came in the morning, and said, 
'*Mrs. Chadsey, God has undertaken your cause. 
None can give you any trouble now ; for your land- 
lord died last night. But he left no will, and no one 
knows who is heir to the estate." 



THE CONSTABLE'S ADMONITION. 

In 1682, some soldiers came to break up a meet- 
ing where Mr. Browning, who had been ejected 
from Dcsborough, in Northamptonshire, was, and to 
apprehend him. The constable of the place, who 
was present, admonished them to bo well advised in 
what tbcy did, ''For," said he, **when Sir Blank 
was alive, he eagerly persecuted these meetings, and 
engaged eight soldiers of the country troop to assist 
him, whereof myself was one. Sir Blank himself is 
dead ; six of the soldiers are dead ; some of them 
were hanged, and some of them broke their necks; 
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and I myself tell off my hoi-sc and broke my collar- 
bone, in the act of persecuting them. This has 
given me such a warning, that, for my pait, I am 
resolved I will never meddle with tliem more." 

Meddling with the servants of Almighty God is 
attended with risks too serious for a careful man to 
assume. 



A PERSECUTOR DROWNED. 

The Lord "executeth judgment for the oppressed." 

Maximilian, emperor of Germany, conversing one 
day in his coach with Johannes Crato, who was his 
principal physician, and a loiirncd Protestant, was 
lamenting the division of Christians, and asked Crato 
which party approached the nearest, in his opinion, 
to the apostolic simplicity. Crato replied that he 
thouofht that honor belonofed to the brethren called 
Picards (the same as are called Waldenscs) . The 
emperor said, "I think so too." This being reported 
to them, aflforded them much encouragement, and 
induced them to dedicate to him a book of their devo- 
tions ; for during the preceding year, God had mar- 
velously preserved him from the guilt of their blood 
in the following manner : 

Joachim, a Novo Domo, chancellor of Bohemia, 
went to Vienna, and would give the emperor no rest 
unt jl he procured from him a mandate for the revival 
of a former persecuting ordinance against them. 
Having obtained his commission, as he was leaving 
Vienna, and crossing the bridge over the Danube, the 
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bridge gave way, and fell; when Joachim and all his 
retinue were plunged into that great river, and all 
were drowned except six horsemen and one young 
nobleman, who, perceiving his lord in the water, 
caught hold of his gold chain, and held him up till 
some fishermen came in boats to their assistance ; but 
they found Joachim dead ; and his box, containing the 
persecuting mandate, had sunk beyond recovery. The 
young nobleman who survive.d, was so aflFected with 
the hand of God in this affair, that he joined the breth- 
ren in their religion, and the persecution stopped. 



PLAIN TALK ON USURY. 

Dr. William Anderson, for more than fifty years 
pastor of a church in Glasgow, had a somewhat 
pointed way of "putting things," as the following 
incident, related in the Weeldy Review^ will show : — 

He was once expounding the fifteenth psalm, and 
had come to the word usury, — "He that putteth not 
out his money to usury." "Does that mean," he 
asked, "taking ten per cent, or more? Not en- 
tirely. It means, also, the spirit in which the ten per 
cent is taken. There was once in this church a poor 
widow, and she wanted twenty pounds to begin a 
small shop. Having no friends, she came to me, her 
minister. And I happened to know a man — not of 
this church — who could advance the money to the 
poor widow. So we went to this man — the widow 
and I — and the man said he would be happy to help 
the widow. And he drew out a bill for £20, and 
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the widow signed it, and I signed it too. Tiicn ho 
put the signed paper in his desk and took out the 
money and gave it to the widow. But the widow, 
counting it, said: *Sir, there are only £15 here.' 
*It is all right,' said the man ; 'that is the interest 
I charge.' And as we had no redress, we came 
away. But the widow prospered. And she brought 
the twenty pounds to me, and I took it myself to the 
office of the man who lent it, and I said to him, 
<Sir, there is the £20 from the widow.' And he 
said, *Here is the paper you signed, and if you 
know any other poor widow, I will be happy to help 
her in the same way.' I said to him : * You help 
the widow I Sir, you have robbed this widow, and 
you will he damned!^ And, my friends, I kept my 
eye upon that man. And before six months were 
over, God smote him and he died." We can still 
recall, after many years, the creep of soul with which 
we listened to the closing sentences, and the vivid 
glimpse we got of a divine retribution falling sud- 
denly on a bad man. 

JUDGMENTS ON PERSECUTORS. 

Persecutors and others who have unjustly shed the 
blood of their fellow-creatures, have often, in the 
righteous providence of God, met with a violent 
death, or been visited by signal judgments. Nero 
was driven from his throne, and perceiving his life in 
danger, became his own executioner ; Domitian was 
killed by his own servants ; Hadrian died of a dis- 
tressing disease, which was accompanied with great 
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mental agony ; Severus never prospered in his affairs 
after he persecuted * the church, and was killed by 
the treachery of his owil son ; Maximinus reigned but 
three years, and died a violent death ; Decius was 
drowned in a marsh, and his body never found; 
Valerian was taken prisoner by the Persians, and 
after enduring the horrors of captivity for several 
years, was flayed alive ; Dioclesian was compelled to 
resign his empire, and became insane ; Maximanus 
Hercules was deprived of his government, and stran- 
gled ; Maximanus Galerius was suddenly and awfully 
removed by death, and Severus committed suicide. 

Only seventeen years had elapsed since tlie St. 
Bartholomew massacre, before the authors of that 
terrible tragedy were all dead; and all of them, with 
one exception, died by violence. Charles IX., smit- 
ten w^ith a strange and fearful malady, expired in 
torments. The Duke of Guise was massacred in the 
Castle of Blois, the king kicking his dead bod\' as he 
had done the corpse of Coligny. The Cardinal of 
Lorraine w\as assassinated in prison ; and Henry HI. 
met his death in his own tent at the hand of a monk. 
Catherine de Medici died at the Castle of Blois, twelve 
days after the murder of the Duke of Guise, as little 
oared for in her last hours as if she had been the poor- 
est peasant in all France ; and when she had breathed 
her last, ''they took no more heed of her," says 
Estoile, "than of a dead goat." She lived to witness 
the failure of all her schemes, the punishment of all 
her partners in guilt; and to see her dynasty, which 
she had labored to prop up by so many dark intrigues 
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and bloody crimes, on the eve of extiuction. And 
when at last she went to the grave, it was amid the 
execrations of all parties. **We are in a great strait 
about this bad woman," said a Romanist preacher, 
when announcing her death to his congregation ; '*if 
any of you by chance wish, out of charity, to give 
her SL pater or an ave^ it may perhaps do her some 
good." 



A WARNING TO PERSECUTORS. 

"He suffered no man to do them wrong."' 

A number of yeai's ago, some of the members of 
the Methodist society in Kingston, Jamaica, were 
wont to keep a prayer-meeting every Thursday 
evening in a large but iminous house, occupied by a 
poor woman of color in the lower part of the town. 
One evening some young fellows made ;G:reat disturb- 
ance and broke part of the furniture. One of them 
loudly threatened to pull down tlie house the next 
Thursday evening. But mark the judgment of God. 
The following Thursday evening he was carried to 
his grave; carried from the very house he had 
intended, that night, to pull down ! The house in 
which he died, and which was opposite to that in 
which the prayer-meeting was held, being too small, 
the poor woman was requested to grant the use of 
her house for the purpose of the funeral. With this 
request she readily complied ; so that his corpse lay 
in the very house he had threatened to pull down, 
and was carried out thence to his burial on the even- 
ing he had designed to perpetrate the wicked deed. 
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HE LEADS HIS OWN. 

Unes written in the ears on the back of a telegram, which, disarranging pi 
plans and purposes, called the writer to the bedside of a sick fHend. 

He leads Ms own I enough to know 
He marks the path and bids me go ; 
m trust him, though the way seem long, 
And follow on with cheerful song. 

He leads his own ! not mine the choice. 
Content I listen for his voice ; 
Gladly I hasten to obey, 
And journey where he leads the way. 

He leads his own ! I would not say 
That mine should be a pleasant way; 
Only to know He leads me on 
To perfect rest, and joy unknown. 

He leads his own ! though deep the wave, 
Mighty the Arm stretched forth to saye. 
My heart shall know no doubt or fear. 
For Christ the Lord is very near. 

He leads his own ! when bade to go 
Through pastures green 'where streamlets flow; 
And when the gloomy vale they tread, 
And clouds hang darkly overhead. 

He leads his own ! though oftentime 

The sun and joy seem left behind;— 

Just as of old he led his flock. 

And gave them water from the rook. 

M. A.Iiifi 
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GUIDANCE IN GOSPEL MINISTRY. 



'^Thb bowbb 80WBTH TKB wobd/' Mark iv. 14. 

"In the mobnikg sow thy bebd, akd in the evening 
withhold not thine hand ; for thou knowest not whbtheb 
shall pbospeb, eitheb this ob that, ob whether they 

BOTH SHALL BE ALIKE GOOD.'' Eccl. xi. 6. 

* * They that sow in tears shall reap in joy. He that 
goeth forth and weepeth, bearing precious seed, shall 
doubtless come again with rejoicing, bbinging his sheayes 

WITH HIM." Ps. cxxvi. 6, 6. 

"Then said I, Ah, Lobd God I behold, I cannot speak, 

FOR I AM A CHILD. BUT THE LORD SAID UNTO ME, SaY NOT, 
I AM A CHILD; FOR THOU SHALT GO TO ALL THAT I SHALL 
SEND THEE, AND WHATSOEVER I COMMAND THEE THOU SHALT 

SPEAK." Jer. i. 6, 7. 

" I WILL GIVE YOU A MOUTH AND WISDOM, WHICH ALL YOUB 
ADVERSARIES SHALL NOT BE ABLE TO GAINSAY NOR RESIST." 

Luke xxi. 15. 
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GUIDANCE m GOSPEL MINISTRY. 



♦ ♦ 



THE GUIDING SPIRIT. 

In an upper room in the city of Jerusalem, just 
before the feast of the passover, were spoken by the 
Wouderfdl One words of richness and sweetness — 
sucli as never fell from the lips of any save llini who 
spake as never man spake. The Great Teacher who 
had taught and led his chosen disciples, was soon to 
leave them, but he promised that when ho had gone 
away they should be taught by his Spirit. Ho had 
l)een their Guide, but he promised continual guidance 
—''another Comforter," who should abide with them 
forever. ''He shall teach you all things." "He will 
guide you." 

We find notable instances of this promised guid- 
ance in the record of the life of the apostle Paul, as 
given by the evangelist Luke in the Acts of the 
Apostles. In the sixteenth chapter we read of his 
preaching the gospel of Christ from place to place, 
Avith Timothy as a fellow laborer. The result of this 

(317) 
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missionary work was that *'the churches were estab- 
lished in the faith, and increased in number daily." 
Continuing their journey they came to Mysia, and 
essayed to go into Bithynia. Their will was to go 
there and labor for the Lord. They had chosen this 
place, invited by existing advantages or supposed 
needs ; but God's thoughts are not like our thoughts ; 
his ways are not like our ways. The record tells us, 
"77^e Spirit suffered them not,^^ Obeying the guid- 
ance of the Holy Spirit, they were saved from fi-uit- 
less toil. They passed by and came to Troas. What 
was the consequence of yielding their will to the 
divine leading? In 2 Cor. ii. 12, Paul afterwards, in 
writing of this same journey, says: * 'Furthermore, 
when I came to Troas to preach Christ's gospel, a 
door was opened unto me of the Lord,^^ What blessed 
gain — to pass by chosen Bithynia — to yield the human 
will, and follow the leading to Troas; to do the will 
of the Lord, and find there a prepared place ; to 
know that the Lord had gone before, and all things 
were ready. 

Obeying the divine guiding, Paul was saved I'rom 
disappointment and mistakes in Bithynia, and pass- 
ing by to Troas found that *'IIe that openeth and no 
man shutteth," had set before him an open door 
through which he might pass to work effectively for 
Christ. 

Turning to the word of God for a contrasting ilhis- 
tration, one which shows the consequence of refusing 
to obey the Lord, we find an example of warning in 
the story of the prophet Jonah. Let us note the 
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difference between the conduct of Jonah and that of 
Paul, that we raay take heed to our ways, and avoid, 
on the one hand, the danger and sorrow which are 
the fruits of disobedience, and on the other hand, 
leam to secure and freely enjoy the light and bless- 
insT which God onves to the willinii: and obedient. 

The Lord sent Jonah to Nineveh to bear a message 
from on high. He chose to go to Tarshish, followed 
his own will, and soon found that he had involved 
not himself alone, but others also in serious difficulty. 
He says, "When my soul fainted within me, I remem- 
bered the Lord. I cried by reason of mine affliction 
unto the Lord, and he heard me." After the severe 
chastisement the command of the Lord was given the 
second time, saying, ** Arise, go unto Nineveh, that 
great city, and preach unto it the preaching that I 
bid thee." Jonah obeyed, but again manifested the 
same spirit of self-will after reaching Nineveh, and, 
in consequence, received the reproof of the Lord. 

Let us remember Jonah, Nineveh, and Tarshish, 
as illustrations of disobedience and its consequences, 
and Paul, Bithynia, and Troas, as instances of obedi- 
ence and its consequences. 

The Lord has given to us individually the promise 
of his guidance by his Holy Spirit. AVe have need 
to take heed unto the word of the Lord, and when 
sent to Nineveh not choose Tarshish, or, in other 
words, not prefer our own will and way, and, thus 
doing, disobey and displease our best Friend, and 
bring needless suffering upon ourselves. 

Conscious of our past mistakes, the friuts of 
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trusting in ourselves or others, let us learn true 
wisdom; and whenever we wish, or it may seem 
profitable, to go to Bithynia, yield our own will, 
watch for and follow the leading of the Holy Spirit, 
and, like Paul, pass by to Troas. 

Then we, too, shall find a door opened unto us by 
the Lord, through which we may enter to do the will 
of him that hath sent us, finding in his work abun- 
dant occasion for gratitude and pniise to Him * * who 
doeth all things well." 



THE FORGOTTEN TEXT. 

It was sometime about the year 1770, one Lord's 
day morning, that Mr. Neale opened his Bible to 
mark the passage he had studied through the week, 
and from which he was to deliver a discourse that 
day. He looked again and again but could not find 
the i)U8sngc whicli he sought. He then endeavored 
to rememcber thd words, but to his great surpri5>c 
and embarrassment neither words nor text could he 
recollect. He endeavored afterward to fix his mind 
on some part of the sermon he had committed to 
memory, l)iit all was gone. In this dilemma he lifted 
up his prayer to God, and entreated that he would 
recall the subject to his recollection, lest he should 
be a terror to himself and his congregntion. At this 
instant there flashed into his mind with peculiar 
energy the blessed words of Paul, ''Fori am pei- 
sujided that neither death, nor life, nor angels, nor 
principalities, nor powers, nor things present, nor 
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things to come, nor height, nor depth, nor any other 
creature, shall be able to separate us from the love 
of God, which is in Christ Jesus our Lord." Rom. 
viii. 38, 39. Instantly this whole passage became 
luminous to his mind. ''My soul," said he, ''fed 
upon the precious truth." 

But now the time drew iiigh when he must proceed 
to meeting, and he again vainly endeavored to recall 
the subject which he had previously studied. The 
above cited passage still pressed itself upon his 
thoughts, — "And," said he, "when I went into the 
pulpit, I was in gi*eat distress and confusion, and 
said to God, 'I never served Thee with nauijht.'" 

In his public prayer he felt an uncommon dogi*ee 
of the divine influence ; but while the congregation 
was employed in singing the praises of God, he was 
in a consternation better to be conceived than 
expressed. 

The hymn being ended, and having no other alter- 
native, he read the text. He had not spoken many 
minutes, when he observed a well-dressed person, a 
stranger, apparently in the clerical dress, enter the 
place. This man, thought he, must have come to 
hear what the Tiabbler has to say. In this fear he 
was soon confirmed ; for the stranger, reclining his 
hejid upon the front of the pew, and appearing to bo 
agitated, Mr. Neale apprehended that he must be 
talking some nonsense, and that the man must be 
lau£:hino:at him. 

At length he saw him pull out his handkerchief to 
wipe his face, which seemed to be bathed in tears. 

11 
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Mr. Ncale now began to be relieved from his embai- 
rassmont. *'Ah l"said he, ''this is the work of God. 
He has given me a text for this gentleman. He has 
suggested a word in season." So he proceeded in 
his sermon, and never had he more liberty in dehv- 
crhig a discourse. Through the whole of the service 
the stranger never raised his head, but seemed to 
feed ui)ou the message of grace that was delivered, 
as a hungry man feeds upon bread. In the evening 
the man called upon Mr. Neale, and wished for a 
copy of the discourse he that day delivered, and 
embracing him in his arms, said his purse was at his 
service for the sermon, and added, ''Two or three 
years ago I heard you, in such a place, preach upon 
such a subject, and ever since then I have been under 
the spirit of conviction • and bondage. This day I 
took my horse and rode to hear you ; and, blessed be 
God, he has now given me to see him as my recon- 
ciled God and Father, in Jesus Christ, and has given 
me to enjoy that liberty wherewith he makes his 
people free." This and more did he say before Mr. 
Neale could speak a word. Mr. Neale then informed 
him how he had been circumstanced relative to that 
text. He also assured him that, were he to give him 
the whol(^ world, be could not commit the sermon to 
writing, for ho had delivered it just as it had occuiTcd 
to his thoughts in the pulpit. 

''We both, by this time," continued Mr. Neale, 
"began to see the good hand of God in this matter, 
and his good providence in determining me, in such 
a remarkable manner, to preach upon a subject I had 
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never before prepared, and which he had accompanied 
with such eflScacy as to make it an immediate message 
from himself, and in causinij: this stranijer to come 
fourteen miles to hear me preach that day ! To me 
it was one of my best days, and one which, both by 
him and me, will be remembered through a long and 
joyful eternity." 



THE SEARCHING WORD. 

The word of God is not a mere mass of myths and 
fables, of dry precepts and dead theories. It is ''liv- 
ing and powerful, sharper than any two-edged sword, 
piercing even to the dividing asunder of soul and 
spirit, . . . and is a discerner of the thoughts and in- 
tents of the heart. Neither is there any creature that 
is not manifest in his sight ; but all things are naked 
and opened unto the eyes of Him with whom we have 
to do." He who meets the word of God as if it were 
the word of man, will tind it a power such as he has 
never known. Many strong men have bowed before 
it. Many hardened hearts have melted and broken 
beneath that "fire" and "hammer" which God uses 
to mould the souls of men aright. 

In no one thing is the special guidance of the Lord 
more absolutely needful and more earnestly sought, 
than by the faithful minister of God in the proclama- 
tion of the word of truth. An endless variety of 
subjects are contained in the Bible, and a multitude 
of hearers are awaiting his word ; and all their hearts 
are unknown to him. , Upon his words may hang tho 
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weightiest issues ; and what if he fail to speak the 
things he should? 

The true servant of God feels that he needs a spe- 
cial message from the throne every day. No two 
assemblies are just alike. Stereotyped sermons will 
not answer ; every one must have his portion of meat 
in due season, and none but God can teach him how 
to give it ; for none but God can show him what the 
people need. He may study and learn and think, 
but God must guide his mind, or his ministry will 
prove a failure. 

How often, under such circumstances, docs the 
servant of God find it given him in that same hour 
what he shall say, and with what faith does he draw 
the bow at a venture, when an unseen hand directs 
the arrow to the harness' joint. With^^hat zeal does 
he wield the Spirit's sword when the Captain of his 
salvation stands by him and guides his every blow. 

And how often does the man of God inwardly 
rejoice when some Christian, gladly confessing the 
healing power of the gospel of Christ, says, "That 
sermon was for me, every word of it;" or when 
some sinner whom he has never seen or heard of, 
hunted out by the searching truth of God, begins to 
grumble about a minister's being personal in his 
remarks, or about folks' telling the minister their 
neifirhbors' faults ; and at last is led to believe in Him 
whose words ffre spirit and are life. 

The following is but one of a multitude of illus- 
trations of the power of God's searching word when 
directed by his guiding hand : — 
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*^I was once applied to by a stranger, in a place 
where I was laboring for a few Sabbaths only," says 
Thomas English, *'for a sight of a letter which 1 had 
received, calumniating his character. I lookod at the 
man, and pitied him, and coolly replied, 'It would 
be a breach of the common principles of society, to 
show confidential letters, wi'itten to us for the pur- 
pose of our doing people good.' He retorted in an 
angry tone, 'I demand a sight of it, sir, as an act of 
justice due to an injured man.' I roi)rKHl, ' How 
did you know that I had received a letter coiiceruing 
you?' 'Know,' said he, 'it was impossible not to 
know it ; your language and manner were so i)olnted, 
that it was impossible I should be deceived.' I 
rejoined, 'Do not be too positive ; you have been 
deceived before now, I suppose ; you may be so 
again.' 'It is not possible,' said he ; 'you described 
the sin of which I am accused, in the clearest lan- 
guage ; and looking me in the face and pointing 
toward me, you said, "Sinner, l)e sure your sin will 
find you out ;" I therefore expect from you, sir, as a 
gentleman and a Christian minister, that I may know 
its contents and repel its charges 1 

"I obsei'ved, 'I do not know your name; to my 
knowledge I never saw you before ; and as you have 
not told me in what part of the sennon it was I was 
so pointed, if I show you any letter, I may show the 
wrong one: I shall, therefore, certainly not exhibit 
any of my letters to you, nor satisfy you whether I 
have received any one about you, till you describe 
the case alluded to.' He hesitated; but afterwards 
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described the sin of which he was accused. When 
he had finished, I looked him full in the eyes, and 
in a serious voice said, 'Can you look me full in the 
face, as you must your Judge at the great day of 
God, and declare that you are innocent of the sin 
laid to your charge?' He trembled, turned pale, 
and his voice faltered ; guilt and anger struggled in 
his breast like the fire in the bowels of Mount Etna, 
and summoning up his courage, he said, 'I am not 
bound to make any man my confessor ; and if I were 
guilty, no man has a right to hold me up to public 
observation, as you have done?' I replied, 'Do 
you believe the passage I cited — '^Be sure your sin 
will find you ouf — is the word of God?' He said, 
'It may be.' 'Surely it is,' said I ; 'He that formed 
the eye, shall he not see? Can He have any diffi- 
culty in bringing your sin to light? Now I will tell 
you honestly, I never received any letter or informa- 
tion about you whatever ; but I am persuaded your 
sin has found you out ; the preaching of the word is 
one method by which God makes men's sins find 
them out. Let me entreat you seriously to consider 
your state and character ; who can tell ? God may 
have intended this sermon for your good ; he may 
mean to have mercy upon you ; this may be Ihe means 
of saving your neck from the gallows, and 3'our soul 
from perdition ; but let me remind you, 3'ou are not 
there yet; there is still hope.' He held driwn his 
head, clenched his hands one into the other, and 
bursting into tears, said, 'I never met with anythino" 
like this. I am cei-tainly obliged to you for your 
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friendship. I am guilty, and hope this couvercsation 
will be of essential advantage to me.' " 

Such circumstances as the above should encourage 
the ministers of God to seek the help of the Holy 
Spirit to guide them every day, that the woid of God 
through them may have free course, that multitudes 
may know its quickening and sanctifying power, and 
that a mocking world may know that there is a God 
who searcheth the hearts of men. 



''IS IT WELL WITH THEE?" 

These simple words of Elisha's message to the 
Shunamite in her sorrow, may excite no special 
interest or notice of themselves. But many a hearer 
with a tender conscience, receiving them from God, 
through the mouth of his servant, has known how 
searching and how broad a meaning they can bear. 

A remarkable episode in a public religious seiTice 
once occurred while a minister was preaching from 
that brief text, at a little church in Yorkshire, Eng- 
land,- in the year 1831. The minister was a good 
man, with no little gospel power in his heart and 
manner, and he made it solemnly plain to the auditory 
that the Saviour was present, looking into their 
thoughts with kind inquiry, and testing the spirit of 
every one. "Is it well with thee? Is it well with 
thee?" 

Suddenly an exclamation was heard from one of 
the pews, and a boy twelve years old, who had been 
intently listening, fell on his knees and began to 
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weep and pray. A strange thrill ran through the 
congregation, and many rose to their feet. The 
minister paused in his sermon, and all attention was 
rivited on the kneeling boy. Everybody knew little 
Tonuny, for he belonged to one of the oldest York- 
shire families, and his ancestors, of Barnsley, had 
worn the arms of a baronet. He was a bright, gifted 
boy, now six years motherless, but carrying in his 
heart the indelible impression of his mother's early 
religious teachings. The honest Yorkshire people 
felt too deeply themselves the effect of the sei-mon, 
to misunderstand Tommy's emotion. They did not 
think he was crazy. The minister did not. ''Let 
us pray," he said, for he saw more need of prayer 
than of preaching at a moment when before men and 
angels a young soul first spoke its want. The whole 
congregation at once assumed the attitude of devo- 
tion. Many strong and loving petitions went up to 
God for the little boy whom, like Samuel, he had 
called in his own tabernacle. 

The scene was a strange one, — that sudden prayer- 
meeting in the middle of sermon-time. The prayers 
were answered top. Tommy rose from his knees 
with a radiant face. Thenceforth the seal of a divine 
anointing was on him. For the next eight years he 
continued to give increasing proofs of a Christian 
spirit and Christian zeal, and rare and happy fitness 
for winning souls. When very young he was licensed 
to preach. At the age of twenty he left his native 
land and came to the United States. Since then 
he has not neglected the gift that is in him. The 
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voice that so long ago said to him, on the other side 
of the sea, *'Is it well with thee?" has ever been 
gladly recognized, and he has ''followed Jt'siis in 
the way." It led him to Long Island ; it led him to 
Albany; it led him down the Hudson again — and 
very many whom his words first taught the heavenly 
lesson, now know, "It is well" with them. To-day 
few stand higher among the Americiui ministry, or 
more honored of the great Master, than Tonnuy, the 
Yorkshire boy — ^now Dr. Thomas Amiitage, of New 
York. 



BROUGHT IN BY A SMILE. 

A London minister said to a friend, one Monday 
morning: "Seven persons were received into my 
church yesterday, and they were all brought in by a 
smile." 
"Brought in by a smile I what do you mean ? " 
"I will explain. Several months ago, as I passed 
a certain house on my way to church, I saw, held in 
the arms of its nurse, a beautiful infant ; and as it 
fixed its large eyes on me I smiled, and the sweet 
child returned the smile. The next Sabbath the 
babe was again before the window, and again I gave 
it a smile, and as before it gave an answering smile. 
The third Sabbath, as I passed hy the window, I threw 
the little one a kiss. Instantly, its hand was ex- 
tended and a kiss thrown back to me. And so it 
came to pass that I learned to watch for the baby on 
my way to church, and as ihc weeks went l)y, I 
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noticed that the nurse and baby were not nloue. 
Other members of the household pressed to the 
window to see the gentleman who always had a smile 
for the household pet. 

**One Sabbath, as I passed, two children, a boy 
and a girl, stood at the window beside the baby. 
That morning the father and mother had said to those 
children : 'Make yourselves ready for church, for we 
think that the gentleman who always smiles to the 
baby is a minister. When he passes, you may follow 
him and see where he preaches.' 

'*The children were quite willing to follow the 
suggestion of their parents, and, after I had passed, 
the door opened, and the children stepped upon the 
pavement, and kept near me, from street to street, 
until I entered my own church, where they followed 
me, and seats were given them. 

"When they reached home, they sought their 
parents, and exclaimed, eagerly : 'He is a minister, 
and we have found his church ; and he preached a 
beautiful sermon this morning. You must go and 
hear him next Sabbath.' To persuade the parents 
was not difficult, and guided by their children they 
found their way to church. They, too, were pleased, 
and other members of the household were induced 
to come to the house of God. God blessed to them 
my ministry, and seven members of this household 
have been led to give their hearts to Jesus, and 
unite with the j)eople of God ; and I repeat what I 
before said to you, 'They were all brought m by a 
smile/ 
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"Xo one is too poor, too full of labor iiiid care, to 
give a smile and kind word. The loving Saviour 
makes use of means so simple to bring woiils into his 
kingdom." 



A PREACHER CONFOUNDED. 

There is '' a time to be silent," and it is a <>:J*eJit 
thing to know just when that time is. The writer, 
liavin<j addressed a conofi'e<i:ati()n one niorninii:, was 
urged to j^reach again in the afternoon. This ho 
felt little inclination to do, and after opening the 
service, remarked, ** I could talk this afternoon, and 
say something, but of what use would it be to speak 
when the Lord gives me no message to the people ? 
The meeting is open for any remarks which may be 
offered." 

Directly one brother arose, and after saying, *' I 
thank the Lord that there is one nn'nister who knows 
enou<jh to sit down when he hasn't crot anvthingr to 
say," he bore good testimony to the grace and mercy 
of the Lord. Others followed him. The meeting 
progressed with interest and profit ; and ere its close 
one or two souls enrolled themselves amon<r the 
soldiers of the King, arid are yet fighting in the army 
of the Lord. Had the hour been occupied witliia 
dead sermon, no such results nn'ght have been seen. 

Sometimes, however, there are instances of special 
confusion of mind which utterly prevents a minister 
from preaching to a congregation. A Western paper 
records the following noteworthy incident : — 
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**At Stillwater, Minnesota, one Sunday morning, A. 
G. Nelson, a minister of the gospel, commenced his 
sei*vices as usual, but before he had gone far, became 
so embarrassed and confounded that he broke entire- 
ly down, and, ashamed and mortified at his failure, 
summarily dismissed his congregation, and ran for 
home. He got there just in season to save his 
house from being destroyed by a fire which was al- 
ready well under way. He was quite contented with 
his break-down then, and with a thankful heart 
accepted it as a token of his heavenly Father's gra- 
cious care. In the afternoon he returned to church 
and could preach as well as ever." 

" God moves in a mysterious way, 
His wonders to perform." 



THE SHEEP-STEALING DEACON. 

Several years ago a minister of the gospel was 

preaching in the state of Maine, on the subject of 

confessing our fliults. In the course of his remarks 

he illustrated the matter in hand by a comparison 

which just then occurred to his mind, substantially 

as follows : — 

"Suppose, for example, a man has stolen two 

sheep y now it is not sufficient for him to say : ^If 1 
have stolen a sheep I am sorry for it,' he must know 
whether he has stolen the sheep or not, and confess 
accordingly. If he has stolen two sheep it will not 
avail for him to go and return one sheep ^ or acknowl- 
edge the theft of one sheep ; the man who has stolen 
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two sheep must restore fourfold." The minister 
continued at some length in this strain, ilhLslrating 
and enforcing the duty of honestly confessing our 
faults, in order that we may find mercy at the hand 
of God. 

After the service closed, and as he passed out from 
the place of meeting, he heard excited conversation 
in the midst of the surrounding crowd, — there being 
a large number outside, who could not get into the 
place where the meeting was held. lie listened a 
moment and recognized the voice of one of the dea- 
cons of the church, who was saying in a very earnest 
manner, — he did not believe in ministers' going round 
and listening to what men said about their neighbors, 
and then going into meeting and twitting them of it. 

'*What is the matter, Deacon B ?" said the 

minister. 

''Why, some one has been telling you that I stole 
two sheep. ^^ 

* 'Deacon B ," said the minister, ^'you go and con- 
fess to the man you stole those two sheep from i'^ and 
then passed on. He knew nothing of the sheep, or 
of the deacon, but he was well aware that the sharp, 
two-edged sword had touched a sensitive spot. 

The man continued to rage, but it was of no use ; 
and it was not many hours before the preacher was 
sent for to go to the house of an old minister, who 
lived near the place of meeting, to witness the con- 
fession of the deacon, who there owned to his neigh- 
bor that he had stolen two sheep from his flock, and 
that he supposed that the old man had suspected it, 
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and had accused him of it to the preacher who was a 
stranger in the place. The old minister was aston- 
ished at the revelation ; he had not the slightest sus- 
picion of the culprit, but supposed that the sheep had 
been killed by dogs. The erring deacon confessed 
his fault, and made proper restitution. lie then con- 
fessed that he had also set a bear-trap, and caught 
one of his neighbor's heifers in it, and killed her ; 
and further, that he had been engaged, with others, 
in stealing bee-hives. He made a clean breast of it 
all, and probably lay down that night with a lighter 
heart than he had carried for a great while. This 
account was received from the lips of one of the wit- 
nesses to the transaction. 

*'For the word of God is liYiug and powerful, and 
sharper than any two-edged sword, piercing even to 
the dividing asunder of soul and spirit, and of the 
joints and marrow, and is a discerner of the thoughts 
and intents of the heart. Neither is there any crea- 
ture that is not manifest in his sight : but all things 
are naked and opened unto the eyes of Him with 
whom we have to do." Heb. iv. 12, 13. 



PROVIDENCE AND A HAT. 

The death of the late venerable Dr. E. S. Storrs, 
of Braintree, Massachusetts, calls to mind an incident 
related of him which I believe to be tnie, though the 
version I now proceed to give may vary in some 
slight but unimportant details from the actual facts. 

Storrs was a student at Andover Theological 
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seminaiy, with young Gordon Hall. On ii certaiu 
Saturday, towards the end of their course, Hall was 
preparing to go to Braintree to preach upon the fol- 
lowing Sabbath, having some expectation that the 
invitation so to do would grow into a call. In the 
act of splitthig some wood, however, his hat fell from 
his head beneath the axe, and was cut in twain and 
ruined. The circumstances were such that to replace 
it was impossible just then, and Hall, compelled to 
vacate his engagement at Brainti'ee, arranged with 
Storrs to go tn his place. 

Storrs went. His preaching pleased. He was in- 
vited to come again. And the result was that Hall 
was quite forgotten, a call was presently extended to 
Storrs, it was accepted? and he was in due time set- 
tled, remaining the minister of that parish until his 
dying day, a period of more than half a century. 

Hall, disappointed, one might naturally suppose, at 
this thwarting of his hopes, had his mind turned to 
the foreign mission field, and became Gordon Hall, 
the first missionary of the American Board, whose 
name is forever linked with the early enterprise of 
that eminent organization. 

No one who has any belief in Divine Providence, 
will for a moment doubt that God stationed Storrs 
at Braintree and sent Hall to India ; but does it not 
also seem as if he eflfected that arrangement by means 
of t ho accident to the hat ? And this is the obvious 
lesson of the incident : that there is really no such 
thing as accident in this world ; that '* all things work 
together " in the execution of God's purposes, and 
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'* for good to them that love " him ; that the most 
trivial occmreuce should be contemplated in the light 
of the possibilities which may flow from it ; and that 
our least concerns as well as our greatest, are under 
the supervision and control of the heavenly Father. 
** The very hairs of your head are all numbered." 



THE DUTY DONE. 

A Presbyterian minister tells the following story : — 
He was at one time pastor of a church in a town 
where the richest, and in every way most prominent, 
man was notoriously a neglecter of religion, and 
openly hostile to the ministers. Seeing the old man 
in his carriage before a store ^n the place, one day, 
he felt a strange impulse to go near and join himself 
to this chariot, and ask the liberty of visiting him, 
that he might preach the Saviour. Fearing a scene, 
he refrained, and was conscience smitten. Six weeks 
later he met the carriage on the street again, and the 
impulse was renewed, and the same words suggested. 
He immediately consulted one of his judicious 
deacons, who advised him not to visit him — he 
would be driven from the door, there would be a 
scandal, and he would become an object of derision. 
But he could not rest. He felt it was God calling 
him to "go near and join" the godless old man: 
and in disobedience to advice, the next day he 
tremblingly approached the stately mansion. He saw 
the old man, and was seen by him. The door was 
opened. He expected insult. Instead, two trembling 
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hands were extended in welcome, and the strange 
words uttered: ** I have been looking for a visit 
from you for six weeks. I have been longing to 
know more about the Lord I have so long rejected." 
The wife and daughter were called in, and there ho 
" preached unto" them '* Jesus ;" and all three soon 
afterwards believed, and "went on their way 
rejoicing." When one is prompted by the Spirit to 
speak, it is safe to hope and believe that the Spirit 
is prompting to hear. 

SPUEGEON AND THE SHOEMAKER. 

A man of uneasy conscience, sitting in the church 
during a faithful sermon, is quite apt to hear 
something which exactly hits his case. Ministers 
have in many instances been accused of being in 
collusion with some one to learn a particular hearer's 
private affairs, so exactly have they described that 
hearer's circumstances and state of mind. 

Perhaps the most remarkable example of this close 
tallying occurred in Mr. Spurgeon's experience while 
preaching at Surrey Gardens. In the course of 
a sermon he said, ** There's a man hero who is a 
shoemaker. He keeps his shop open on Sunday ; 
and last Sunday he sold goods that came to the value 
of ninepence, and there was fourpence profit out of 
it." 

Directly in front of the pTeacher there was a shoe- 
maker who had done that very thing. The Sunday 
before he had sold a pair of child's shoes for 
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ninepence, and fourpence was just the profit. The 
man had come out of curiosity, to hear ' ' that queer 
fellow, Spurgeon," and he sat amazed to hear his case 
pictured so perfectly. But instead of getting angry, 
and declaring that somebody had been telling Mr. 
Spurgeon about him, he went home after service 
confounded and frightened. The impression wore 
away during the week — partly ; but next Sunday he 
found he could not stay away from Surrey Gardens. 
He left his daughter to open the shop, went to the 
great hall, and hid himself in the corner of the 
upper gallery, where he sat unseen, but hearing every 
word. What was his astonishment when presently 
the preacher called out, ''Ah, sinner, sinning by 
proxy is just as bad as sinning yourself I It's of no 
use any of you coming here yourselves, and at the 
same time leaving your daughter to keep shop." 
The terrified shoemaker was now certain that God's 
voice had spoken to him. The Almighty was follow- 
ing him, and would not let him escape. That second 
warning led him to confess and forsake his sins. 

In both these instances where the preacher's words 
proved so aptly descriptive, the aptness was entirely 
accidental. Mr. Spurgeon knew nothing of the 
shoemaker, and had no idea he was niakin<r so 
personal an application ; but his vivid and direct wny 
of putting things made it seem so, and in preaching 
against a common sin, naturally enough, out of a 
thousand facts and examples, there happened to be 
one which his language literally fitted. 

A city missionary in the west of London heard 
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the above story from the shoenuikcr himsiilf, and 
told it to Mr. Spurgeou. The occasion and cinnin- 
stances of his conviction and conversion s(»oincd 
miraculous to the humble workman ; and as for 
Mr. Spurgeon, he makes no doubt that the singular 
accuracy of the hit he made was by direction of the 
Holy Spirit, pointing his words. It is hardly to the 
purpose to quote the *'bow drawn at a venture," 
or,— 

'' FuU many a shaft, at random sent, 
Finds mark the archer little meant.'* 

The Holy Spirit does not promise nmch aid to 
random preachers, and every intelligent minister, 
while not intending to be personal, means to hit the 
sinner's conscience if he can. 



ENLISTING A TRUMPP:TER. 

One hot day in July, 1839, Dr. Hamlin, so long 
at the head of Roberts college, in Constantinople, 
while passing the Galata Custom-house, hnd liis 
attention arrested by a crowd that had gathered there. 
Forcing his way through it, he saw a poor sailor 
lying by the side of the wall, apparently dying of 
cholera. 

"Do you speak English?" asked Dr. Hamlin. 

"Yes," said the man, following the word with an 
oath. 

"Are you an Englishman or an American?" 

"American" — another oath. 

Worse expressions showed that profanity had 



i 
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become his mother tongue. Dr. Hamlin, after many 
appeals to the crowd, whose brutal natures were 
stirred by the prospect of seeing him die, secured 
assistance, and removed the sailor to a house. 

For several weeks he was nursed and visited by 
the missionaries. He recovered. One morning he 
called on his missionary friend to say good-bye, as 
he was about to sail for Boston. Lingering for a 
moment by the door, he said, — 

'^I have been a very wicked man, Mr. Hamlin, 
imd have done all the evil I could in the world ; and 
now I am going to do all the good I can." 

Three years after. Dr. Hamlin received a letter 
from him, which opened thus : 

*'Dear Mr. Hamlin : — Thank God, I still survive 
the dead ! I am here, worl^in,' and blowin' the gospel 
trumpet on the Eri Kanal. " 

When Mr. Goodell, the missionary, saw the letter, 
he asked that he might begin the answer, and taking 
a sheet of paper, wrote : 

**Dear Mr. Brown : — Blow away, brother, blow ! 
Yours in blowing the same gospel trumpet, 

WiLLLiM Goodell." 

Twenty-five years after, Dr. Hamlin, while dining 
at a hotel in Paris, was accosted by an American 
gentleman, who said : 

'*I am just from Honolulu, Sandwich Islands. I 
have know^n a man there by the name of Brown, who 
has done a §peat deal of good among the sailors. He 
(;an go everywhere and anywhere with the Bible. 
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Ho has told me liow he wus once dyiug/a blafiphe- 
mo7i8 dorj^ in the streets of Constantinople,' and you 
picked him up and saved him, soul and bo^y. Is it 
all true, or is it in part a sailor's long yarn?" 

iVIr. ILunlin soon informed the man that that sailor's 
yarn was well spun, and of good material; and was 
glad to know that while obeying the gospel in minis- 
tering to the ''blasphemous dog," he had enlisted a 
trumpeter who sounded the gospel trumpet not only 
on the "Eri Kanal," but also from the Atlantic coast 
to the Golden Gate and the islands of the sea. 

Many an eloquent sermon has been preached to a 
refined and interested assembly, that efi^ected less for 
the IVIaster's cause than that work of mercy thus 
wrought by the way-side for Jesus' §ake. ''Whatso- 
ever thy hand tindeth to do, do it with thy might." 
"Thou knowest not whether shall prosper, either 
this or that." 



THE KHiK OF SHOTTS. 

Among the many instances in which the grace of 
God has been manifested in answer to the prayers of 
saints, and for the salvation of perishing sinners, few 
are more worthy of record than that which followed 
a night of prayer at the kirk of Shotts, the following 
account of which has been derived from such authen- 
tic sources as Livingstone's "Life," Fleming's "Ful- 
filling of the Scriptures," and Dr. Gillie's "Historical 
Collections :" 

In the early part of the seventeenth century, some 
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Scottish ladies of rtiuk, having occasion to travel from 
the West to Edinburgh, received at different times 
various civilities from Mr. Hauce, the minister of the 
parish of Shotts, in the country of Lanark, whose 
kirk, or church, by which they passed, lay. on the 
main road, somewhat remote from any other conven- 
ient phicc of entertainment. On one occasion, par- 
ticularly, when their carriage broke down near liis 
dwelling, he invited them to alight and remain at his 
house till it was repaired, which invitation they 
gladly accepted. 

During their stay there they observed that his 
*'mansc," or parsonage, was very much dilapidated, 
and with the zeal of earnest workers, and as a return 
for his kindness and couitesy, they used their influ- 
ence, and procured the erection of a new "manse." 

Mr. Hance naturally felt grateful for so substantial 
a favor, and waiting on the ladies to return his thanks, 
he desired to know if there was anything he could 
do to testifv his fi^ratitude for their kindness. 

It was then, as now, the custom in Scotland to 
mark the occasion of the Lord's supper by special 
reli^rious exercises, in which various ministers from 
different localities were invited to participate. These 
meetings were often occasions of deep interest to 

those Avho were privileged to attend them. 

At this period, there were in Scotland many godly 
ministers, who, through the troubles and persecutions 
of the times, were l)anished, suspended from preach- 
ing, or disgraced, for their conscientious adliereuct 
Lgir principles, and their steadfast zeal for Christ 
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and his cause. With some of these servants of the 
Lord, these ladies h:id sympathy imd fellowship, and 
they gladly seized the opportunity of asking Mr. 
Hance to invite such as they mentioned, to be pres- 
ent at the sacrament, that tliev and others misfht 
enjoy the privilege of their ministrations. The min- 
ister willingly consented, and notice being given, a 
vast concourse of people assembled to attend the dis- 
pensation of the sacrament, which was fixed for the 
Lord's day, June 20, 1630. 

Among the ministers thus invited was the aged 
Robert Bruce, of Kinaire, of whom it was said: '*He 
was, both in public and private, \evy short in prayer 
with others ; but then every sentence was like a holt 
shot up to heaven;^' and also John Livingstone, chap- 
lain to the Countess of Wigton, theii an unordained 
preacher of about twenty-seven years of age. « 

The services of the communion season were of 
unwonted interest, and the people were so refreshed 
and strengthened of the Lord, that, instead of retir- 
ing to rest, they joined together in small companies 
and spent the whole night in exercises of worship 
and devotion. 

So much of God's gracious presence had been 
granted during the preceding days, that when Mon- 
day morning came they knew not how to part with- 
out a meeting for thanksgiving and praise. 

With considerable entreaty they prevailed on Mr. 
Livingstone, who had spent the previous night in 
prayer and conference, to preach to them before they 
parted. At length he consented to do so, but about 
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eight or iiine o'clock ia the morning, when he was 
alone in the fields, there came such a misgiving of 
spirit upon him, considering his unworthiness and 
weakness, and the multitude and expectation of the 
people, and his unfitness to speak before so many 
aged and worthy preachers, and eminent and experi- 
enced Christians, that he considered how he miffht 
steal away from the place, and avoid preaching. He 
started, and had gone some distance; but when just 
about to lose sight of the kirk of Shotts, these words, 
"Was I ever a barren wilderness or a land of dark- 
ness ?" were brought into his heart with such an over- 
coming power, as constrained him to distrust the 
Lord no more, but to return and preach. 

Accordingly he preached for about an hour and a 
half with good assistance, upon the text he had med- 
itated on, *'Then will I sprinkle clean water ui^on 
you, and yc shall be clean : from all your filthiuess, 
and from all your idols will I cleanse you. A new 
heart also will I give you, and anew spirit will I put 
Avithin you : and I will take away the stony heai-t out 
of your flesh, and I will give you an heart of flesh." 
Ezck. xxxvi. 25, 26. 

As he was concluding the discourse he had pre- 
meditated, a heavy shower coming on suddenly which 
made the people hastily take their cloaks and mantles, 
ho l)egan to speak to the following purpose : 

If a few drops of rain from the clouds so discom- 
posed them, how discomposed would they be, how 
full of horror and despair, if God should deal with 
them as they deserved, — and thus he will deal with 



TALES OF TRUST. 345 

all the finally impenitent. He solemnly tidmonished 
them that God might justly rain fire and brimstone 
upon them, as upon Sodom and Gomorrah and the 
other cities of the i:)lain ; that the Son of God, hy 
tabernaclins: in our nature, and obevino^ and .suffering: 
in it, is the only refuge and covert from the storm of 
divine wrath due to us for sin ; that liis merits and 
mediation are alone the screen from that storm, and 
that none but penitent believers shall have the benefit 
of this shelter. 

In these or some expressions to this purpose, and 
many others, he was led on about an hour's time 
after he had done with what he had premeditated, in 
a strain of exhortation and warning, Avith great 
enlargement and melting of heart. 

Never before or afterward did jNIr. Livingstone 
preach with such liberty and power. God was with 
him. And to that sermon, under the blessing of the 
Lord, as many *Asfive hundred people nscribed their 
conversion. The work was deep, sober, solemn, 
and permanent. It was done for eternity, and it was 
done by the power and help of the Spirit of God, 
for, though Livingstone relates that the following 
Thursday something of the same influence remained 
when he preached at Kilmarnock, yet he says, *'The 
very Mcmday following, preaching jtt Irvine, I was 
so deserted, that the points I had meditated and writ- 
ten, and which I had fully in my memory, I was not, 
• for my heart, able to get pronounced. This so 
discouraged me that I was resolved for some time 
not to preach, at least not in Irvine, but Mr. David 
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Dickson would not suffer me to go from thence till 
I had preached the next Sabbath, to get (as he ex- 
pressed it) amends of the devil. I stayed, and 
preached with some tolerable freedom." 

Thus docs God hide pride from man, and show his 
servants how frail they are ; thus does he reiterate 
and emphasize his solemn word, "Without me ye 
can do nothing ;" thus, through his servants, groan- 
ing in conscious weakness and self-abasement, does 
he pour the flood-tide of his blessing upon the thii-sty 
souls of men ; and thus, through an untoward event, 
an accident, the breaking of a carriage, or a delay 
upon a journey, does God, moving in his path of 
mysterious and providential love, send forth the mes- 
sage of his mercy and salvation to the lost and per- 
ishing sons of men, enabling us to say, *'We know 
that ALL THINGS work together for good to them that 
love God, to them who are the called according to 
his purpose." 

Little good could the eye of reason have seen in 
the breaking of a traveling carriage, in such an 
out-of-the-way place as the kirk of Shotts ; but many 
a procession, marshaled by trumpets and led by 
banners, was less imposing to the anointed eye, than 
that halting, broken chariot, which bore the forerun- 
ners of such mighty blessings to that people. Noth- 
ing is little which the great God directs ; nothing is 
imimportant which he deigns to overrule for the 
glory of his name ; nothing is wrong which is ordered 
by his guiding hand ; nothing is impossible to those 
who prove the virtues of prevailing prayer. 
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FINDING A TEXT. 

In that most suggestive book of ' ' Lectures to my 
Students," delivered by C. H. Spurgeon to the 
classes in his Pastor's College, he gives not only 
many wise counsels concerning the " choice of a 
text," but also narrates some instances of his own 
experience of providential direction in this respect. 

"Supposing," says he, '*that you have prayed in 
that little room of yours, have wrestled hard and 
supplicated long, and have thought over your people 
and their wants, and still you cannot meet with the 
text; — well, do not fret about it, nor give way to 
despair. If }'ou were about to go to a warfare at 
your own charges, it would be a very miserable 
thing to be short of powder, and the battle so near ; 
but as your Captain has to i)rovide, there is no 
doubt that all in good time he will serve out the 
ammunition. If you trust in God, he will not, can- 
not fail you. Continue pleading and watching, for 
to the industrious student heavenly help is certain. 
If you huve gone up and down idly all the week, 
and given no heed to proper preparation, you could 
not expect divine aid ; but if you have done your 
best, and are now waiting to know your Lord's mes- 
sage, your face shall never be ashamed. 

"Two or three incidents have occurred to me 
which may seem rather odd to you, but then I am 
an odd man. When I lived at Cambridge, I had, as 
utiual, to preach in the evening at a neighboring 
vilhige, to which I had to walk. After reading and 
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meditating all day, I could not meet with the right 
text. Do what I would, no response came from the 
Sacred Oracle, no light flashed from Urim and 
Thummim ; I prayed, I meditated, I turned from 
one verse to another, but the mind would not take 
hold ; or I was, as Bunyan would say, 'much tum- 
bled up and down in my thoughts.' 

"Just then I walked to the window and looked 
out. On the other side of the narrow street in 
which I lived, I saw a poor solitary canary bird 
upon the slates, surrounded by a crowd of sj)arrows, 
who were all pecking at it as if they would tear it to 
pieces. At that moment the verse came to my 
mind, — 'Mine heritage is unto me as a speckled 
bird, the birds round about are against her.' 

"I walked off with the greatest possible compos- 
ure, considered the passage during my long and 
lonely walk, and preached upon the peculiar people, 
and the persecutions of their enemies, with freedom 
and ease to myself, and I believe with comfort to 
mv rustic audience. The text was sent to me, and 
if the ravens did not bring it, cei-tainly the sparrows 
did. 

''At another time, while laboring at Waterbeach, 
I had preached on the Sunday morning, and gone 
home to dinner, as was my wont, with one of the 
congregation. Unfortunately, there' were three ser- 
vices, and the afternoon sermon came so close upon 
the back of the morning, that it was diflicult to pro- 
pare the soul, especially as the dinner is a necessary 
but serious inconvenience where a clear brain is 
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required. Alas 1 for those afternoon services in our 
English villages; they are usually a waf>tc of effort. 
Roast beef and pudding lie heavy on tne hearers' 
souls, and the preacher himself is deadened in his 
mental processes while digestion claims the mastery 
of the hour. By a careful measuring of diet, I re- 
mained, on that occasion, in earnest, lively condi- 
tion, but, to my dismay, I found chat the pre- 
arranged line of thought was gone from me. I 
could not find the trail of my prepared sermon, and 
press my forehead as I might, the missing topic 
would not come. Time was brief, the hour was 
striking, and in some alaim I told the honest fanner 
that I could not, for the life of me, recollect what I 
had intended to preach about. 

" 'Oh I' he said, 'never mind; you will be sure 
to have a good word for us.' 

"Just at that moment a blazing block of wood 
fell out of the fire ui)on the hearth at my feet, smok- 
ing into one's eyes and nose at a great rate. 
*There,' said the farmer, 'there's a text for you, sir; 
is not this "a brand plucked out of the fire?"' 
'No,' I thought, 'it was not plucked out, for it fell 
out of itself.' Here Avas a text, aji illustration, and 
a leading thought as a nest egg for more. Further 
light came, and the sermon was certainly not worse 
than my more prepared ettiisions ; it was better in 
the best sense, for one or two came forward declar- 
ins: themselves to have been aroused and converted 
through that afternoon's sermon. I have always 
considered that it was a happy circumstance that I 
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had forgotten the text from which I liad intended t.> 
preach. 

''At New Park street, I once passed through :i 
very singular experience, of which witnesses iirc 
present in this room. I had passed happily through 
all the early parts of divine service in the evening 
of the Sabbath, and was giving out the hymn before 
sermon. I opened the Bible to find the text, which 
I had carefully studied as the topic of discourse, 
when on the opposite page another passage of Scrip- 
ture sprang upon me like a lion from a thicket, with 
vastly more power than I had felt when considering 
the text which I had chosen. The people were 
singing and I was sighing. I was in a strait betwixt 
two, and my mind hung as in the balances. I wns 
naturally desirous to run in the track which I had 
carefully planned , but the other text would take no 
refusal, and seemed to tug at my skirts, crying, 'No, 
no, you must preach from me. God Would have 
you follow me.' I deliberated within myself as to 
my duty, for I would neither be fanatical nor un])e- 
lieving, and at last I thought within myself, 'AVell, 
I should like to preach the sermon which I have i)ro- 
[)ared, and it is a great risk to run to strike out a 
new line of thought, but still as this text constrains 
me, it may be of the Lord, and therefore I Vvill V( n- 
ture upon it, come what may.' 

"I almost always announce my divisions very 
soon after the exordium, but on this occasion, con- 
trary to my usual custom, I did not do so, for a rea- 
son which some of you may probably guess. I 
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passed through the first hcfid with considerable lib- 
erty, speaking perfectly extemporaneously both as 
to thought and word. Tlie second point was dwelt 
upon with a consciousness of unusual, quiet j efficient 
power, but I had no idea w^liat the third would or 
could be, for the text yielded no more matter just 
then, nor can I tell even now what I could have 
done, had not an event occun*ed upon which I had 
never calculated. I had brought myself into great 
difliculty by obeying >vhat I thought to be a divine 
impulse, and I felt comparatively easy about it, be- 
Ueving that God would help me, and knowing that I 
could at least close the service should there be noth- 
ing more to be said. I had no need to deliberate, 
for in one moment we were in total darkness ; — the 
gas had gone out, and as the aisles were choked 
with people, and the place everywhere crowded, it 
was a great peril, but a great blessing. 

**What was I to do, then? The people were a 
httle frightened, but I quieted them instantly by 
telling them not to be at all alarmed, though the gas 
was oiit, for it would soon be relighted; and as for 
myself, having no manuscript, I conld si")eak just as 
well in the dark fis in the light, if they would be so 
good as to sit and listen. Had my discourse been 
ever so elaborate, it would have l)een a))surd to have 
continued it, and so as my plight was, I was all the 
less embarrassed. I turned at once mentally to the 
well-known text which speaks of the child of light 
walking in the darkness, and the child of darkness 
walking in the light, and found appropriate remarks 
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and illustrations pouring in upon me, and when the 
lamps were again lighted, I saw before me an audience 
as rapt and subdued as ever a man beheld in his life. 
"The odd thing of it all was, that some few church- 
meetings afterwards, two persons came forward to 
make confession of their faith, who professed to have 
been converted that evening ; but the first owed her 
conversion to the former part of the discourse, 
which was on the new text that came to me, and the 
other traced his awakening to the latter paii;, which 
was occasioned by the sudden darkness." 



TURNING THE OTHER CHEEK. 

One of the Berne colporteurs entered a three-sto- 
ried house, in which, according to the custom of tlie 
country, three different families lived. He beiran 
with tiie highest story; and sold copies of the Script- 
ures in this and in the next. On inquiring about 
tiic family on the ground-floor, he was warned not to 
enter ; but he did enter. He found both the man and 
his Avife at home. He offered his Bibles ; his offer 
was replied to with abuse, and a positive order to 
leave the house instantaneously ; he, however, stayed, 
urging them to buy and read God's holy word. The 
man then rose in a violent rage, and struck him a 
severe blow on the cheek. Up to this moment, the 
colporteur had stood quietly with his knapsack on 
his back. He now deliberately unstrapped it, laid 
it on the table, and turned up the sleeve of his \vA\\ 
arm, all the while steadily looking his opponent in 
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the face. The colporteur was a very strong man. 
Addressing his opponent, he said : 

*' Look at my hand, its furrows show that I have 
worked ; feel my muscles, they show that I am fit 
for work. Look me straiglit in the face ; do I quail 
before you? Judge, then, for yourself if it is fear 
that moves me to do what I am about to do. In this 
Book my Master says, ' Whosoever shall smite thee 
on thy right cheek, turn to him the other also.' You 
have smitten me on one cheek, here is the other ! 
Smite ! I will not return the blow." 

The man was thunder-struck. He did not smite ; 
but he bought the Book, which, under the influence 
of God's Spirit, works marvels in the human heart. 



DELIVERANCE FROM TEMPTATION. 



" One week evening," saya Dr. West, '* I was in 

a dilemma not unfrequently known by preachers ; that 

is, I could not find a text tliat would hlte. The last 

hour had arrived, and I turned over my Bible with 

solicitude. At last 1 Cor. x. 13, struck with force 

upon my mind: — 'There hath no temptation taken 

you but such as is common to man : but God is 

faithful, who will not suflfer you to be tempted 

above that ye are able ; but will with the temptation 

also make a way to escape, that ye may be able to 
bear it. ' 

' ' It opened to my mind like a dissected map . I had 

much enlargement and comfort in preaching; and, 

finding that I should exceed the prudent limits of a 

12 
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week-evening service if I finished then, I broke off, 
and promised to take up the subject agiiiu that night 
three weeks. But then I found it impossible to draw 
the people from home, and as another minister was to 

occupy the pulpit of B chapel on the following 

evening, six weeks thus elapsed before I could ful- 
fill my promise. While we were on that occasion 
singing the second hymn, I saw under the gallery a 
man from a neighboring village, whose circumstances 
of domestic ' temptation ' I knew well ; and, lifting 
up my heart to God, while wondering what had 
brought him there, I said, * May you get a blessing !' 

"The next morning, while preparing to attend a 
committee on some town business, I received a call 
from him — as I supposed, for counsel and comfort. 
After some ordinary conversation, however, he said, 
' I see you are going out ; but you must not go until 
I have told you something. Last night I left my 

home with no purpose of attending B chapel, 

but with a very different purpose. Yet I w as con- 
strained to come, as if pushed or carried. INIy mind 
was in dreadful distress and agitation, and you know 
my case ; but when you showed how God could make 
a way of escape from our trials, light dawned. I felt 
deliverance sure. When I came out of the chapel, I 
took the bottle of poison which I had obtained, first 
to poison my wife and then to poison myself, and I 
dashed it against the chapel w^all. My soul is escaped 
ae a bird out of the snare of the fowler.' 

*'The poor man called upon me again before I left 
th-Q town, to repeat minutely all the circumstances, 
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that I might have no doubt about the facts, but retain 
the full recollection of them to the glory of his great 
Deliverer. 

*'The ordering of the time, and of the links of cir- 
cumstance, from the hour of my perplexity to the 
foreseen events of that evening six weeks after, when 
I finished the discourse, so opportune to the jioor 
man's exigency, marks and illustrates the providence 
of God in a way that ought to convince the gain- 
sayer, put to silence the ignorance of foolish men, and 
confirm the faith of God's people in his faithfulness : 
and this record is to the glory of that faithfulness." 



FAMILY PIIAYER IN AN INN. 

Rowland Hill was once driven by a storm into a 
village inn, and compelled to spend the night. When 
it grew late the landlord sent a request by the 
waiter that the guest would go to bed. xMr. Hill 
replied, " I have been waiting a long time, expecting 
to bo called to family prayer." *« Family prayer ! I 
don't know what you mean, sir; we never have such 
things here." '' Indeed I then tell your master I can 
not go to bed until we have had family prayer." 

The waiter informed his master, who, in conster- 
nation, bounced into the room occupied by the faithful 
minister, and said, "■ Sir, I wish vou woidd iro to 
bed. I cannot go till 1 have seen all the lights out ; 
I am so afraid of fire." " So am I," was the reply;; 
*' but I have been expecting to be summoned to family 
prayer." *' All very good, sir ; but it cannot be done 
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at an inn." '' Indeed! then pray get my horse. I 
cannot sleep in a house where there is no family 
prayer." 

The host preferred to dismiss his prejudice rather 
than his guest, and^aid, "I have no objection to 
have prayer, but I don't know how." '' Well, then, 
summon your people and let us see what can be done." 
The landlord obeyed, and in a few minutes the aston- 
ished domestics were on their knees, and the landlord - 
was called upon to pray. 

" Sir, I have never prayed in my life; 1 don't-i 
know how." '«Ask God to teach you," was the - 
gentle reply. The landlord said, folding his hands, 
'* God, teach us how to pray." '' That is prayer, my 

friend," cried Mr. Hill, joyfully, "goon." ''I am 

sure I don't know what to say now, sir." *' Yes, 
you do ; God has taught you how to pray, now thank 
him for it." '* Thank you, God Almighty, for' 
letting us pray to you!" " Amen! amen ! '^ 
exclaimed Mr. Hill, and then prayed himself. Two 
years afterward Mr. Hill found in that same village 
a chapel and a school, as the result of the first effort 
of family ])rayer at the '' Black Lion." 



A FUNERAL TEXT. 

I have had some remarkable impressions of the 
Divine Spirit, concerning what passages to use and 
what subjects to discourse upon on certain occasions 
during the thirty years of my gospel ministry. One 
of these singular experiences I will here relate. It 
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may induce otliers to open I heir hearts to the lead- 
ihsrs of a hiijhcr and miirhtier influence than human 
Tcason, and thus to <rloritV the Divine hand. 

It was in February, 1872, that a man called to me 

on the street :it Rouses Point, i*equesting my services 

sit the burial of his wife's mother on the next Sunday. 

He was almost a stranger to me, but naming the 

<lcceased, I recognized her as one of our oldest 

inhal)itants ; and without further questioning supposed 

5*he had died at her own house, a few miles from my 

xesidence, and at once consenting to go, we sepa- 

xated. I had not proceeded a rod from him on my 

"way, ere the passage in John xix. 26, 27, — ^^'^Wlien 

Jesus therefore saw his mother, and the disciple 

standing by, whom he loved, he saith unto his mother, 

"Woman, behold thy son! Then saith he to the 

disciple. Behold thy mother I And from that hour 

that disciple took her unto his own home," — ^fljished 

vividly upon my mind. An inward monitor seemed 

to say, "Use it for your text." ''Nay," I answered, 

*'why should I?" I had never used the text on a 

funeral occasion. I tried to reason the matter with 

myself and make it appear to my judgment that the 

text was inappropriate. I had not even thought what 

to choose ; I had had no time to do so. But the more 

I argued with myself the more strongly did the text 

impress itself upon my mind. I could not cast it 

out ; could not for an hour forget it. For two days, 

until Sunday came, it rang in the chambers of my 

soul. Consenting to speak from it, though with 

constrained reluctance, I divided the subject drawn 
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from these tender words, so suggestive of maternal 
and filial love, and of the grace of the heavenly 
Master, under three heads, namely, — Mother, Home, 
and Heaven. 

Sunday morning came ; I had been ill and pros- 
trate by sickness, but partially recovered, and pre- 
l)ared to meet my engagement. A Christian brother 
came with his team to convey me. Taking a different 
road from that which led to the house of the dead 
woman, I asked him to explain, which he did, and 
then my text rolled in on my mind again, and I at 
once saw why it was given me for this occasion. It 
was an old widowed mother of over fourscore years 
that I was to bury. She, by the unkindness of a 
daughter-in-law, and the cold treatment of an only 
son who had inherited the property, had been driven 
away from her old home — where her husband had 
died, and where she had a right to reside and be 
cherished — to the house of a daughter, at whose 
house she had been taken sick, and after a severe 
illness had died, cherished and cared for to the last 
hy this affectionate daughter and noble-heai-ted son- 
in-law, Mr. Blank, who had, on Thursday previous, 
summoned me to her burial. I knew nothinir of all 
these circumstances. At once I became embarrassed. 
The ungrateful son and his family would be present. 
He was a hard-hearted, but wealthy skeptic and 
Universalist. The text tippeared too pertinent. I 
feared that I should certainly offend by my plainness, 
making his cruelty conspicuous, and myself a subject 
for his sharp criticisms. Nevertheless this text of 
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all others, and this aloue, clung to nic. 1 7nust 
preach from it. With considerable trepidation I" 
went to the appointed task, ejaculating, "Lord, 
help ! " 

I did make use of the singularly given text. The 
unfilial son, though living but a few miles distant, 
absented himself from his mother's funeral. Not 
oue of his family were present to see the mother and 
gi'audmothcr go out of sight under the cofl5n-lid and 
sod. The daughter who had welcomed and tenderly 
cared for her mother, wept much ; but the son-in-law, 
who, like John, had adopted the lone widow as his 
mother, was fairly bathed in a flood of tears all the 
way through. They were in middle age, but neither 
cf them professed Christianity. I, with tears, pleaded 
for the sons and daughters present to care for and 
be kind to their parents, pointing them to Jesus as 
our noble example. A powerful impression was 
made. The scene was very tender. God led me 
fruitfully, and aided me sensibly. The young people 
in the house wept profusely. "I did what I could 
for mother," said Mr. Blank, **and she lacked 
nothing while under my roof." ''God will reward 
you," I said. 

Now I am sure that was just my subject for such 
an occasion, and I doubt not God led me to accept 
of it. The fruit I know not. It may have been 
witnessed in after years in many a home circle where 
kind words and love triumphed over bickering and 
hate. I leave that with God. The increase is of 
him. But I am folly persuaded to believe it is 
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better, when the minister is so led, to follow the 
invisible Guide, though the difficulty is irreat and tlie 
cross heavy, as mine was. Let us gladly suffer \\\r 
Lord to accomplish his own gracious designs in iinl 
by us, making use of us to do his mysterious will. 
Led by the Spirit — was I not so led? And may I 
not be thus led aright in other matters? And may 
not others, also, be led by this heavenly Guide? 



FAITH AND RASHNESS. 

*' Behold, if the Lord would make windows in 
heaven, might this thing be?" was the unbelieving ex- 
clamation of the Israelitish nobleman, when Elisha h;id 
foretold that within twenty-four hours, food should 
be freely and cheaply sold in the gates of the besieged 
and hunger-straitened city of Samaria. 2 Kings, vii. 
But rash as the prophecy seemed, it was fulfilled to 
the letter, and the unbelieving noble saw, but did 
not share, the promised plenty. 

"Your meeting-house will be too small; you will 
need a larger place," said a Christian woman that 
labored in the gospel, to a little handful of doubting 
professors who were scattered among the empty 
seats of their chapel, which had almost forgotten 
what fulness meant. They smiled at the rash asser- 
tion, and told her she probably was not acquainted 

with the N H people. But when they saw 

the congregations multiply to thirty, sixty, and almost 
a hundred-fold, crowding the largest house that could 
be obtained, while hundreds went away for lack of 
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room, and scores were coming to the altar of prayer 
and seeking to know the Lord, their doubts were 
shamed, and her confidence in God was justified. 

The editor of the Methodist Protestant tells the 
following story of Caleb A. Lippincott, for many 
years a nughty laborer in revival work, — a man of 
vigorous physique, of tender sensibilities, with a voice 
full of music, grandeur, power, and pathos, — who was 
greatly owned of the Lord in the salvation of souls : — 
** When Mr. Lippincott started in the ministry, 
the presiding elders manifested a hesitancy in receiv- 
ing him on their districts ; but Mr. Pittman, of pop- 
ular memory, offered to take him, and when Mr. 
Lippincott reached his field of labor, during his first 
seimon, he told the sinners they might twist and 
dodge as much as they chose ; but, before the year ' 
waseout, he would have^ve hundred of them. The 
members of the church chidcd him for his rashness ; 
but the result was that he reported to conference the 
conversion oi seven hundred and fifty souls, ^^ 

Rashness is not faith. Presumption is not fiith. 
Hasty speech is not pleasing in the Lord's sight. 
But then, there is nothing in the universe that seems 
80 rash, so presumptuous, so audacious in the eyes 
of the world, as faith in the God of Israel. And 
there are times when a sudden inspiration from on 
high utters its call and its prophecy, astonishing 
slumberers and alarming doubters, but neveilheless 
God's providence verifies the strange presumption of 
the believing heart. 

Such utterances cannot be imitated, but they must 
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not be despised. God's servants have means of infor-^ 
mation unknown to the outside world. Elijah cai> 
hear **the sound of abundance of rain," when th^ 
dim eyes of idolatrous Ahab can scarcely see a clou^- 
as large as a human hand. God's eagles, sailing^ 
upwards toward the sun, see many things that bat* 
and moles and owls and night-birds know nothing of. 
Our ignorance can never fetter another's knowledge, 
nor can the unbelief of some, make of none effect the 
word of God, and the faith that rests upon it. 

Christian ministers, expect great things of God! 
Live in his love. Lodge under the shadow of the 
Almighty. Dwell in God, and God shall dwell in 
you. Then shall you kiiow of a truth that ''the 
secret of the Lord is with them that feai* him," and 
that the faith which is foolishness with the worldly, 
and presumption with the half-hearted, is built uf)on 
the living Avord of the living God, and is honored of 
the Most High by the performance of that which God 
has promised, and which his faithful servants have 
believed. 



''THOU KNOWEST NOT." 

Because we do not see immediate results, we are 
not, therefore, to doubt the final success of honest 
effort, nor distrust God, nor faint, but rather labor 
on, and wait and trust. The duty is ever ours; 
the consequence, the Master's. Results are often 
hidden many years from our eyes. We sow and 
toil, and cry, "Lord, where is the harvest?" But 
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divine Wisdom only reveals the good accomplished 
by us, in such tune as be$t suits him. He bids us 
Dot be weary in well doing. Our hope, based on 
his promise, is that in due season we shall reap. 

Some years ago a pious woman informed me that 
it was under my ministry at a time nineteen years 
previous, that she had been awakened and con- 
vei'ted. She detailed the place and the sermon. 
But I had no recollection of it. Indeed, I did not 
know at the time that her heart was softened towards 
Christ. She still lives a consecrated life. 

In the first year of my ministry, I was called to 
preach at ihe funeral of the v/ife of an infidel, 
whose son was also an infidel, and whose wife had 
died unprepared. An older minister was present : I 
wished him to oflicinte, but no ; I must bear the 
cross. A henvy cross it was. I bore it somewhat 
reluctantly, and had in my soul a hurd, dry, embar- 
rassed season. But my spirit was earnest and sol- 
emn, and God blessed his own truth. I was so 
tried at my seeming failure that I did not preach 
again for over a month, and came near forsaking my 
calling. Nevertheless a soul wept all through 
the funeral, smitten with conviction under my solemn 
appeal. She shortly after became a happy Chris- 
tian, and continues to this day. I never dreamed it 
was doing good to nny one — ''I knew it not." 

In D , Yt., I labored Sunday after Sunday. 

No one moved. At one time I summoned those 
desiring salvation to indicate their desire for the 
prayers of Christians, by rising up, cQnfident that 
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some person in the assembly was under deep convic- 
tion. Not a soul arose. I was in agony, and left 
soon after, feeling as if no good had been wrought. 
Years after that day, a woman about to die sent for 
a minister, and told him her experience. She was 
touched, convicted, and converted at that meeting, 
but was diffident, could not rise to tell her feelings, 
and departed, hiding the blessing. But from that 
hour she found Christ and was saved and happy. 
She died in great triumph. It was during my 
strange soul-agony, on that seemingly baiTen Sun- 
day evening in a loide school-house, long before, 
that her new life began. She will shine in glory, I 
trust. 

On my return from Round Lake, in July, 1874, 
a minister on board the steamer, whom I had never 
met before, asked my name. I gave it. "O," said 

he, "I buried a dear saint a year ago on C 

M , who, twenty years since was converted under 

your labors. She often spoke of you. She was a 
devoted Christian, and died in great peace." He 
named her name ; I had entirely forgotten it. I 
doubt if I had ever personally known her. The 
tears came thick and fast as the good man spoke of 
her, who, unknown at the time, had, through my 
poor ministry, come to her Saviour. I could multi- 
ply such instances. ^ '^ 

By such fruits and experiences I am encouraged 
to labor on. God hides the good done from the 
instrument, that he alone may receive the glory. I 
may '* not know," but he knows. Long years after. 
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lio reveals the story of blessing. Often it is opened 
Oil ci servant nigh read}'^ to faint. Many snch eases 
^v ill never be known until the dav of God. And 
thus, *'In the niorniiiG: sow thv seed, and in the 
^- Veninof withhold not thine hand ; for thou knowest 
Hot whether shall prosper, either this or that, or 
whether they both shall be alike good." 



THE FORGOTTEN SERMON. 

The influence of the Holy Spirit upon the faeultics 
of the human mind, in moulding, directing, and 
improving them, is a matter of express revelation in 
the word of God. The Holy Spirit "helpeth our 
infirmities ;" and the imperfections of human memory, 
knowledge, and judgment, have often been strangely 
remedied by that hidden agency which brings all 
thiiiflrs to our remembrance, and takes the things of 
God and shows them unto us, searching even "the 
deep things of God,'' and sometimes giving, in the 
hour of special need, that unpremeditated wisdom 
which adversaries can neither gainsjiy or withstand. 

On the otlier liaud, the same guidance is observed 
in the withholding of speech, in the forgetfulness of 
premeditated matters, and in the total change in the 
current of ideas occurring not unfrequently in the 
experience of those who are willing to yield their 
minds to the control of the Spirit of the Lord. And 
often such occasions nre marked by special blessings ; 
and at such times their words indicate a peculiar 
fitness and adaptation to the unknown necessities of 
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the children of the Lord, which clearly manifests the 
guidance of Oue whose counsel is unerring, and 
whose ways are past finding out. 

An illustration of this fact is found in the following 
incident in the life of the godly John Fletcher, of 
Madeley, as related by himself: 

**One Suuday," says Mr. Fletcher, ^*when I had 
done reading prayers at Madeley, I went up into the 
pulpit, intending to preach a sermon which I had 
prepared for the purpose. But my mind was so 
confused that I could not recollect either my text or 
any part of my sermon. I was afraid that I should 
be obliged to come down without saying auything. 
But having recollected myself a little, I thought I 
could say something on the first lesson, which was 
the third chapter of Daniel, continuing the account 
of the three worthies east into the fiery fiimace. I 
found, in doing it, such extraordinary assistance 
from God, and such singular enlargement of heart, 
that I supposed there must be some peculiar cause 
for it. I therefore requested, that if any of the con- 
gregation had met with anything particular, they 
would acquaint me with it in the ensuing week. 

"In consequence of this, the Wednesday after, a 
person came and gave me the following account : — 

*Mrs. K had been for some time much concerned 

about her .soul. She attended the church at all 
opportunities, and s})ent much time in private prayer. 
At this Iter husband (who was a butcher) was exceed- 
ingly enraged, and threatened severely what he would 
do, if she did not leave off iroinor to John Fletcher's 
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church ; yea, if she dared to go any more to any re- 
ligious meeting whatever. When she told him she 
could not in conscience refrain from going, at least 
to the parish church, he grew quite outrageous, and 
swore dreadfully, that if she went any more, he 
would cut her throat as soon as she came home. 
This made her cry mightily unto God, that he would 
support her in the trying hour. And though she did 
not feel any great degree of comfort, yet, having a 
sure confidence in God, she determined to go on 
with her duty, and leave the event to him. Last 
Sunday, after many stixiggles with Satan and her 
own heart, she came down stairs ready for church. 
Her husband asked her, whether she was resolved 
to go thither. She told him she was. '*Well, then," 
said he, *'I shall not, as I intended, cut your throat ; 
but I will heat the oven, and throw you into it the 
moment j^ou come home." Notwithstanding this 
threatening, which he enforced with many bitter 
oaths, she went to church, praying all the way that 
God would strensfthcn her to suffer whatever miffht 
befall her. While you Avere speaking of the three 
Hebrew children wlioni Nebuchadnezzar cast into 
the burning fiery furnace, she found it all belonging 
to her, and God applied every word to her heart. 
And when the sermon was ended, she thought, if she 
had a thousand lives she could lay them all down 
for God. She felt her whole soul so filled with his 
love that she hastened home, fully determined to 
give herself to whatsoever God pleased ; nothing 
doubting but that he would either save her eternally, 
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if he suffered her to be burned to death, or that h^ 
would in some way deliver her, even as he did hi^ 
three children that trusted in hira. But when sho 
opened the door, to her astonishment and comfort 
she found her husband's wrath abated, and soon had 
reason to believe that he was under a concern for his 
soul.' The next Lord's day, contrary to his ungodly 
custom, he attended divine service at church." Mr. 
Fletcher however adds : "These good impressions, 
it is feared, have not produced any lasting change 
on his heart and life, but I know why my sermon 
was taken from me.' ' 

. It would be little loss if many sermons were for- 
gotten, provided their places could be filled by words 
as fitly spoken as were these. Happy are they who 
are willing to be led by the Spirit of God, and 
guided in the way that they should go ; and who are 
willing to submit their judgments and their wills to 
the gracious direction of Him whose "counsels of old 
are faithfulness and truth," whose judgments are un- 
searchable, and who will never leave nor forsake his 
saints who trust in him. 



THE UNCIVn. WAITER. 

As Colporteur Vaclavek, a venerable old man, for 
years employed by the British and Foreign Bible 
Society, was traveling about Pressburg, in Hungary, 
several years ago, ho walked into a public-house, offer- 
ing hisgoodly wares to all who would consent to become 
Jiis customers. The waiter, a smart young man, not 



STALES OF TRUST. 369 

relishing the presence of a Bible colporteur in prem- 
ises which he considered his own special domain, 
Very rudely accosted Vaclavek, saying, *' You old 
vagrant, surely you do not pretend to believe in these 
trumpery books of yours ? You had better move on 
a-nd not trouble us here." The colporteur calmly 
I'eplied, ** My young friend, if my presence was not 
5igreeable-to you, or if my books did not suit you, 
you might have quietly told me to leave the room, 
and I would have obeyed ; but it ill becomes you 
thus to speak to an old man or thus to treat the Holy 
IVord of God." *' True, well spoken!" shouted 
several of the guests in the room. *«Bah!" said 
the waiter, half ashamed of himself, and anxious to 
get off dangerous ground, *'give me a book, if you 
cannot be satisfied in any other way ; here are your 
thirteen kreuzers ; and now be off!" And contempt- 
uously tossing the New Testament up on a shelf, 
he wound up by saying, «« Don't think I want your 
book!" "But you may want it, though," meekly 
answered the colporteur, and went his way. 

Three years later the same colporteur, returning 
to the same town, and still prosecuting his old voca- 
tion, walked into the public hospital, and passing 
from ward to ward, called upon the patients to listen 
to the message of God contained in his Word. Sud- 
denly a voice cried out, ** Man ! who are you? and 
what are you come for ?" The colporteur did not 
know who addressed him, but a few words sufficed 
to explain that the speaker was the same young man 
who had treated him so scornfully. «* Hero is the 
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very book I bought from you ;" said the sick man, 
drawing a New Testament from imder his cushions. 
''I have learned that there is a God in heaven, and 
that this is his Word. I was startled at seeing you, 
but I recognized you at once. I have been in this 
hospital for many weeks, and I have often read this 
book to myself and to-my companions here." '*An(l 
now, friends," he added, turning to the others, 
* 'don't let the opportunity pass — ^buy for yourselves. 
Once I was a wild and foolish fellow, and did not 
treat this good man as I ought, but my sin has found 
me out long ago, and I hope I am another man now; 
so I would advise you to buy his books while you 
may." 



TENNENT'S HARVEST-DAY. 

During the great revival of religion in America, 
which took place under the labors of Mr. White field, 
and others distinguished for their piety and zeal, 
Mr. William Tennent was laboriously active, and 
much engaged to help forward the work ; in the per- 
formance of which he met with strong and powerful 
temptations. The following is related, as received 
in substance from his own lips : 

On the evening preceding public worship, which 
was to be attended the next day, he selected a sub- 
ject for the discourse intended to be delivered, and 
made some progress in his preparations. In the 
morning he resumed the same subject, with an inten- 
tion to extend his thoughts farther on it ; but was 
I)resently assaulted with a temptation that the Bible, 
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which he then held in his hjind, was not of Divine 
authority, but tlie invention of man. He instantly 
endeavored to repel the temptation hy prayer, but his 
endeavors proved unavailing. The temptation con- 
tinned, and fastened upon him with greater strength 
as the time advanced for public service. He lost all 
the thoughts which he had prepared on the preceding 
evening. He tried other subjects, but could get 
nothing for the people. The whole book of God, 
under that distressing state of mind, was a sealed 
book to him ; and, to add to his affliction, he was, to 
use his own words, *'shut up in prayer;" a cloud, 
dark as that of Egypt, oppressed his mind. 

Thus agonized in spirit, he proceeded to the church, 
where he found a large congregation assembled, and 
waiting to hear the word ; and then it was, he 
observed, that he was more deeply distressed than 
ever; and especially for the dishonor which he feared 
would fall upon religion through him that day. He 
resolved, however, to attempt the service. He intro- 
duced it by singing a psalm, during which time his 
agitation increased to the highest degree. When the 
moment for prayer commenced, he arose, as one in 
the most painful and perilous situation, and with 
arms extended to heaven, bes^an Avith this exclama- 
tion, "Lord, have mercy upon me !" On the utter- 
ance of this petition, he was heard ; the thick cloud 
instantly broke away, and light shone upon his soul. 
The result was a deep solemnity throughout the con- 
gregation ; and the house, at the end of the prayer, 
was a place of weeping. He delivered the subject of 
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his evening meditations, which was brought to his 
full remembrance, with an overflowing abundance of 
other weighty and solemn matter. The Lord blessed 
this discourse, so that it proved the happy means of 
the conversion of about thirty persons. This day he 
ever afterwards spoke of as his '*harvest-day." 



THE SWORD OF THE SPIRIT. 

''What part of the sermon was it that specially 
impressed you ? " said a minister to an anxious soul 
who called on him one Monday morning to learn the 
way of life. 

"It was not any part of the sermon^ it was the 
text : 'God so loved the world that he gave his only 
begotten Son.'" 

How often the text does more than the sermon 
could be expected to accomplish ; for the sword of 
the Spirit "is the word of God." 

A young man, a resident at Kings ton-upon-Thames, 
who contemplated the commission of an awful crime, 
was passing one Sunday evening along the street, 
when his attention was arrested by the lights in the 
chapel where the Rev. John Townsend at that time 
was minister. He went in at the very moment when 

Mr. T was announcing his text: "Be sure 

your sin will find you out." The effect was both 
immediate and permanent. The commission of the 
crime was renounced ; and the individual became a 
faithful and consistent Christian. 

The following was the method by which the Rev, 
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Mr. ]\facl{in, well known as a highly useful preacher 
of the gospel, was brought to the knowledge of the 
truth : lie was possessed of a dangerous talent for 
mimicry, and frequently amused his companions by 
its exercise. One evening a number of them, who 
were assembled in a tavern, requested him to go and 
hear Mr. AA^cslcy, who was to preach in the neigh- 
borhood, and then to return and amuse them by a 
caricature of. that venerable servant of God. Mr. 
Ma dan consented, and repaired to the chapel. He 
entei'cd it while Mr. Wesley was taking his text: 
*'Prcpjirc to meet thy God." Mr. Madan was deeply 
aflfected ; he returned to his company ; they inquired, 
<*Well, have you taken off the old Methodist?" 
"No, gonllemen," said Mr. Madan, "but he has taken 
me off;" and from that moment he abandoned their 
company. 



THE MISSING SERMON. 

The late John Patison, of Edinburgh , having occa- 
sion to preach on a Sabbath day in Dundee, had, 
previously to leaving his home, laid aside, and ordered 
to be packed up with some other necessary articles, 
a certain notc-])ook, Avhich contained a sermon oh 
which the good man had bestowed considerable pains, 
and which he hoped might not be unacceptable to 
the congregation of Christians who then enjoyed the 
stated labors of the late excellent Mr. M'Ewen. ' On 
his airival in Dundee, however, which was not till 
Saturday evening, and examining the contents of his 
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saddle-bags, he found the note-book missing, nor had 
any other been substituted in its place. He was, 
therefore, late as it was, obliged to make choice of a 
new subject, and to cast his thoughts together upon 
it, in the best manner he could; and, after all his 
pains, and all his prayers, was not a little apprehen- 
sive that such defective prej^aration would not only 
affect the respectability of his appearance in the pul- 
pit, but in some measure mar the success of his work. 

"Not by might," however, ''nor by power, but by 
my Si^irit, saith the Lord." It happened, in his 
adorable providence, on the afternoon of that Sab- 
bath, that a poor fish-woman, notorious for clamor 
and profanity, stumbled into the meeting, and felt 
the sermon, particularly in the application, come 
home with such life and peculiar energy to her soul, 
as instantly to produce the most happy effect on the 
dispositions of her heart, and tenor of her conduct. 
On Monday she attended, with her fish-basket, at 
market as usual, — but oh, how changed ! Instead of 
her former noise and profanity, she was quiet and 
calm as a lamb. Instead of asking from her customers 
double or triple the price of her fish, she spoke to 
them with discretion, and told them the lowest price 
at once. 

Surprised at this new behavior of the woman, some 
who were present, judging she might be indisi:)Osed, 
began to inquire after her health. One of them in 
particular said to her, ''Why I Margaret, what is the 
matter with you? you are not at all as you used to 
be," "No," replied Margaret, "and I hope never 
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shftll. It pleased God to lead me yesterday to Mr. 
M'Eweii's mcetinir-liouse, where I beard words I 
shall never forgc^t, and found something come over 
me, the like of which I never felt before." This 
woman lived to give the most satisfactory evidence 
of the soundness of her conversion, by a walk and 
conversation becoming the gospel. 



THE ARRESTED CRIMINAL. 

An elderly female and a young man, some time 
ago, waited upon a highly respectable and useful 
minister, and were introduced into his apartment. 
They w^ere both evidently laboring under overpower- 
ing emotion, and were unable for some time to state 
the reason of their application for an interview. At 
length the female said, ''This is my son; I have 
brought him to you that, as a member of your Chris- 
tian communion, you may rejoice with me over one 
who was lost and is found, who w^as dead and is alive 
again." She then proceeded to detail the following 
circumstances : She was a widow, her husband had 
been for some years numbered with the dead. Her 
son had been seduced by his evil companions, and 
had disappeared from his humble maternal abode. 
He had proceeded from one stage of depravity to 
another, until at length he had associated with a gang 
of felons, who were in the habit of plundering in 
winter the houses of individuals whose families were 
at w^orsliip, on the evenings of the Sal^bath, in the 
environs of the metropolis. One evening their plan 
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was arranged ; they had prepared their im2)lemeuts 
of robbery, and were exulting in the prospect of an 
easy prey. As they went along a street which con- 
ducted them to the scene of their intended crime, 
they inquired of each other what was the precise 
time, that they might neither be too soon nor too 
late for their purpose. Their criminal dissipation 
had retained them in such a state of poverty that 
none of them could produce a watch with which to 
answer this inquiry. At this moment they had 
arrived by the gate- way of a place of worship, when 
it was determined that one of their number should 
enter the doors, should proceed along the aisle to a 
distance suflScient to enable him to look at the clock 
suspended on the front of the gallery facing the pul- 
pit, and that then he should return to communicate 
the requisite information to his friends. It happened 
that the young man in question was the person 
selected to perfonn this feat of impiety. He ap- 
proached the edifice, opened the door, and found 
himself within the walls. It was the time of sermon ; 
the subject was an awful one ; the preacher was warn- 
ing transgressors of their doom ; he repeated, as the 
young man entered, the words, 

"Stop, poor sinner ! stop, and think. 
Before you further go.'* 

The prodigal was conscience-stricken ; he imagined 
that he was known ; and that, in the face of the whole 
congregation, he was exposed. He stood rooted to 
the place like a criminal before the bar of justice. 
His companions, alarmed at the delay, sent another 
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of their number to seek him, but he was immovable, 
lie remained to the conclusion of the service, and, 
full of compunction, agitated with a thousand appre- 
hensions, he returned to the house of his mother. 
Her affection was unabated ; she took him again to her 
bosom, wopt over him, prayed with him, instmcted 
him, encouraged him. Her expectations were not 
disappointed; a radical and complete change was 
effected in her son ; he was another man ; and on this 
occasion she had brought him to her minister to 
declare the wonderful works of God, and to state, 
that as her son had formerly almost broken her heart 
by his vicious conduct, so it was now overflowing 
with gratitude and joy. The minister participated 
in her pleasure ; the man became a consistent and 
useful character, and adorned the profession which 
he afterwards made, by the holy blamelessncss of his 
life and deportment. 



OLIVER HEYWOOD'S TRUST.^ 

This good man was one of the many conscientious 
ministers who were driven from their flocks in 1622, 
and who, thus deprived of all human dependence, 
learned to trust in the Lord and await his blessing. 

Among the remarkable instances of God's care for 
him may be mentioned the following : 

Once, while the spirit of persecution was so hot 
agjiiust him that he was compelled for a time to leave 
his family, he set off one winter's morning on horse- 
back, without a faii;hing in his pocket, like Abraham, 
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not knowing whither he went. Having by prayer 
committed himself to the care of Providence, he 
resolved to let his horse go which way he would. 
In the evening the horse turned towards a farm-house 

a little out of the road, where Mr. II solicited of 

the woman who came to the door, shelter and a little 
hay for his horse, and permission for himself to sit 
for the night by the fireside. He was invited to 
enter, and some provision was placed before him. 
He expressed his concern at the trouble taken on his 
account, as he had no money ; but he was assured of 
a hearty welcome. 

In the course of conversation, having had occasion 
to mention that he had a family near. Halifax, the good 
man of the house inquired after some persons there 
with whom he was acquainted, and at length asked if 
he kuew a Mr. Oliver Heyivood, who, on some ac- 
count or other, had been forbidden to preach. The 
stranger replied, there was much said about that man ; 
some spoke well, and others ill of him ; but for his 
own part, he could say very little in his favor. 

''I believe," said the farmer, "he belongs to that 
sect everywhere spoken against ; but pray what 
makes you form such an indifferent opinion of him?" 

Mr. H replied that he knew something of him, 

but as he did not wish to propagate an ill report of 
any one he would prefer talking on some other sub- 
ject. After keeping the farmer and his wife some 
time in suspense, he at length told them that he was 
the poor outcast of whom they had made so mtmy 
kind inquiries t 
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All was then surprise and thankfulness, that Divine 
Providence had brought him under their roof. A 
small congregation of Christians was immediately 
gathered, to wliom he preached; and received some 
kind donations to help him on his way. This inter- 
view introduced Mr. Hey wood to a new circle of 
friends, to whom he afterwards preached with great 
success. 



THE LOST OPPORTUNITY. 

In the winter of 1859, during a time of special 
religious interest in Boston and vicinity, a man in 
Cambridgeport was impressed with the duty of labor- 
ing to save those around him, and felt specially urged 
to go and visit an old friend who was not a Christian, 
and talk with him about his souTs salvation. 

He delayed, hesitated, and neglected the oft-recur- 
ring admonitions of the Holy Spirit, for a considera- 
ble time ; but he could not banish tjie subject from 
his mind, and at length one Saturday he started to 
do his errand. 

He reached the house, entered, and found his old 
friend in his coffin, dead, and soon to be buried; and 
he learned there that for some time before he died he 
had expressed a strong desire to see him and con- 
verse with him. 

Alas ! the opportunity was gone forever ; the word 
in season was unspoken, and his aged friend had 
passed from mortal life. 

We think sadly of such a lost opportunity, but aro 
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we not losing opportunities every day? Let us be 
watchful and diligent to do the Master's will, and 
obey his every call, that we may be found of him in 
poiice, without spot and blameless at last. 



A MINISTER'S TESTIMONY. 

An eminently useful minister writes thus : — *«One 
sermon, or one single sentence of a sermon, maybe 
like a nail driven in a sure place, which never, 
through a long life, loses its hold ; or like a seed 
which lies hidden for a long season, but at length 
takes root and bears fruit. I well remember that 
the fir:?t serious impression made on my own mind, 
was by the text of a stranger, who preached at 

K L church, when I was five or six years 

old. I remembered nothing of the sermon, but it is 
impossible to trace the full and blessed influence 
which his text produced in after years. It was 
Isaiah i. 18 : 'Come now, and let us reason together, 
saith the Lord : though your sins be as scarlet, they 
shall be as white as snow ; though they be red like 
crimson, they shall be as wool.' " 



THE CONVERTED MINISTER. 
It is related of Alexander Henderson, who lived 
in Scotland in the seventeenth (;entury, that, being a 
young man of talent, he, by the use of improper 
means, became a minister in that country, without 
having felt in his own heart the grace of God. The 
Rev. Robert Bruce was once called to preach in the 
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neighborhood, aud being a very popular minister, 
Mr. Henderson determined to hear him. Mr. Bruce 
entered the pulpit, and after a solemn pause, in his 
usual manner, which fixed Mr. Henderson's atten- 
tion, he read with emphasis these words as his text: 
''Verily, verily, I say unto you. He that entereth 
not by the door into the sheepfold, but climbeth up 
some other way, the same is a thief and a robber." 
John X. 1. These words w^ent like drawn swords to 
Mr. Henderson's heart ; he felt himself in the Divine 
presence ; his conscience became greatly troubled, 
and he yielded to the force of divine truth. What 
he thus heard was the means of his conversion to 
God, and he rose to eminent usefulness in the 
church of Christ. 



THE DUMB SERMON. 

The Holy Spirit which opens the lips of God's 
servants that their mouths may show forth his praise, 
can also seal them in dunibness and silence, when 
such silence can most effectively glorify his name. 
A striking instance of this occurred in the history of 
the Rev. William Tennent, who once took much 
pains to prepare a sermon, to convince a celebrated 
infidel of the truth of Christianity. But, in attempt- 
ing to deliver this labored discourse, he was so 
confused as to be compelled to stop and close the 
service by prayer. This unexpected failure, in one 
who had so often astonished the unbeliever with the 
force of his eloquence, led the infidel to reflect that 
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Mr. T must have been, at other times, aided by a 

Divine power. This reflection proved the means of 
his conversion. Thus God accomplished by silence 
what his servant wished to eflTect by persuasive preach- 
ing. Mr. JTennont used afterwards to say, his dumb 
sermon was one of the most profitable that he had 
ever delivered. 



THE SERVANT'S PEAYER. 

Behold the servant of the Lord ! 

I wait thy guiding eye to feel, 
To hear and keep thy every word. 

To prove and do thy perfect wiU ; 
Joyful from my own works to cease, 
Glad to fulfill all righteousness. 

Me, if thy grace vouchsafe to use. 

Meanest of all thy creatures, me. 
The deed, the time, the manner choose ; 

Let all my fruit be found of thee ; 
Let aU my works in thee be wrought, 
By thee to full perfection brought. 

My every weak, though good, design, 
Overrule, or change, as seems thee meet : 

Jesus, let all my work be thine ! 
Thy work, O Lord, is all complete. 

And pleasing in thy Father's sight ; 

Thou only hast done all things right. 

Here, then, to thee, thine own I leave ; 

Mould as thou wilt thy passive clay ; 
But let me all thy stamp receive, 

But let me all thy words obey ; 

Serve with a single heart and eye. 

And to thy glory live and die. 

Charles Wesley, 1745. 
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